Return To Sender 


Author: BrneJovi 

Bands: Bon Jovi 

Characters: Jon Bon Jovi, Richie Sambora, David Bryan, Tico Torres, Hugh McDonald 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [] 


Updated: Fri Jul 30 2021 08:16:39 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


One 


Author's Notes: 

This is just harmless fun. If you don't like the premise or the subject matter, please don't hate on us..everyone 
has their own views of what should or shouldn't happen between them. This is just our wishful thinking being 
put out there for your enjoyment. 

Thankfully since Rockfic had gone off-line, its given us a chance to get this finished finally. 

Hope you enjoy! 


Love from.. 


Two Writers and a Beta@ 


I'm Sorry. 

| take full responsibéity 

for where our relationship is at 
| love you, 

and I'd like to create a future 
where we can be trends again. 


‘ 


UN 10 SENDER 


BY BNEJOVI 
AND TUMMALAULU 


Instagram Direct Chat Group 

80s4Ever: Morning girls 

JonJovibb: Evening :) 

SaturnaliaTT: Good afternoon 

80s4Ever: So what's new in the world? 

80s4Ever: Any more from the Jovi camp? 

JonJovibb: Ugh.itts been nasty out there. Jon vs Richie camps all over the place. 
Jonovibb: Can we just lock them in a room together 

Jordovibb: .and get them to sort their shit out once and for all?? 

B0s4Ever: Would love to, 

80s4Ever: though the fan factions wouldn't know what to do if they couldn't fight. 
SaturnaliaTT: Would love to watch the confrontation.Just saying... 


Jordovibb: Are we taking bets on who would win? 


JonJovibb: Or are we hoping that they'll just.oh | dunno... 

JonJovibb: have a hot and heavy make-out session? 

Jordovibb: A girl can dream, can't she? 

80s4Ever: Richie, definitely. Tough that one 

80s4Ever: Though I'd prefer the makeup sex option 

SaturnaliaTT: We can take bets.. 

SaturnaliaTT: But who cares who wins the battle I'm currently picturing in my mind :D 
JonJovibb: Oh so that's your mind sitting with mine in the gutter..hi there smut-friend XD 
80s4Ever: Still above mine..in the sewers as usual ;) 

JonJovibb: | wish there was a way to get them to at least talk to each other.sigh... :( 
80s4Ever: Do they actually need to talk? 

80s4Ever: Aren't there better things they could be doing with their tongues? :) 
Saturnalia TI: | think they did enough talking.. 

SaturnaliaTT: they should definitely move to something else..:D 

SaturnaliaTT: Isn't too early in the day to think of this? :)) 

JonJovibb: Not early here 

Saturnalia]: True :)) 

JonJovibb: And it's #never* too early to be thinking/talking about Jon and Richie 
Jorndovibb: in a locked room 

Jordovibb: together with nothing better to do than.use their mouths XD 


JonJovibb: to talk..yeah, to talk... ;)) 


Saturnalia]: Good thing l'm working from home :))) 
Saturnalia T]: OMFG girls..you have to see this! 


Their chat function lights up with the image of a shopping page, the centre image is of a grey t-shirt with the 


wording: 

fm sorry. 

| fake full responsibility 

for where our relationshp is at. 

l love you 

and Id lke to create a future 

where we can be friends again . 

BOs4Ever: OMG that's perfect! 

80s4Ever: Wish Jon would get his ass in gear and send that to Richie 
JorWovibb: Yes!! Omg yes.. 

SaturnaliaTT: Or Richie to Jon.be the better one once again 
B0s4Ever: True :( 

Javio Soi Wonder: what would happen Ewe dal Serd ore 
JonJovibb: .or maybe send one to both of them instead?? 

80s4Ever: OMG you have to be mad! 

SaturnaliaT: That's crazyl.. Isnt it? 

JonJovibb: Why would it be crazy.think about it?! 

JonJovibb: We could send them anonymously or put each other's name on it. 


Saturnalia TI: they would probably ignore it.. 


SaturnaliaTl: And at this point, they would probably burn it too 

SaturnaliaTl: .if there's the name of the other on the package :)) 

JonJovibb: Hmm..true... 

80s4Ever: Very likely. So no sending from each other 

80s4Ever: How about from the fan club??? 

SaturnaliaTl: Don't you think they received a lot of similar things by now? 
SaturnaliaT7: Wait.are we really planning this? :))) 

JonJovibb: Management offices! 

JorWovibb: l'm sure l've found Richie's before now so | can find it again easily enough 
Jondovibb: .Google and | are waaaaayy too friendly XD 

80s4Ever: lol 

JorWovibb: So.'m in.girls?? 

80s4Ever: What the hell.No harm in planning. So YES! Count me in 

SaturnaliaTl: Slow down, Cupidon! We are talking about sending something anonymously 
Saturnalia Tl: in the, excuse my French, fucking United States of America. 
SaturnaliaTT: | bet we violate at least one federal law or something :)) 

80s4Ever: S0??? We're a bit far away to arrest 

JorWovibb: It'd be fine if we just order it from the company itself..then they'd send it :) 
JonJovibb: We would just need a way to pay 

80s4Ever: Don't they insist on including purchaser names and details? 

80s4Ever: Though perhaps if you were able to get one of those prepaid cards, 


80s4Ever: and pay cash not a personal card 


80s4Ever: then there'd be no direct link to trace to any of us 

Jondovibb: Cue evil grin.. 

BOs 4Ever: o ve coad order nine dema epad card ard attoke address 
80s4Ever: Which would hopefully not be traceable. 

SaturnaliaTT: Not yahoo, not Gmail, use a VPN from | don't know..Africa 
Saturnalia T]: .OMG, It sounds like I've done this before.. 

80s4Ever: So? HAVE you??? 

Saturnalia TI: Saw too many movies :))) l'm innocent :D 

80e4Ever: ROTFL.well Ive used Amazon for years, without using any identifying cards. 
BOs4Ever: You would need a believable, but fake name 

80s4Ever: and a real but untraceable address 

Jorovibb: Sorry.| just googled their management details 

JonJovibb: ..they're right there on the web *mind blown® 

80s4Ever: | have been known to use the address of government buildings. 
JonJovibb: HA! Now, who's done this kind of thing before?? 

80s4Ever: Just because I'm paranoid doesn't mean they aren't out to get me! 
SaturnaliaTT: true. * puts tin foil on her head * 

B0s4Ever: So what fake name would we use.. Stephen Francis? 

Saturnalia]: Neah..Too simple. :)) Or.. 

Jorndovibb: Or?? 


B0s4Ever: KISS girls. ANYONE could think of those names. 


SaturnaliaTT: Or.regular Joe.No hints. 

80s4Ever: But | thought we were talking about making them think it was each other 
Jorndovibb: True 

Saturnalia TI: f they don't think of each other without a hint.. 

SaturnaliaTT: then we could send the mother of all t-shirts. Would still be useless.. 
80s4€Ever: | believe USA REQUIRES a sender name and address. 

80s4Ever: We don't and you rarely see them here except on business letters 
80s4Ever: As for address.we could pick something silly. 

80s4Ever: Anyone know the address for Madison Square Garden? 

SaturnaliaTT: Wait, couldn't we use the address of a street mailbox 

SaturnaliaTT: or something like that? Again.movies. 

80s4Ever: | think so.but someone has to rent the box and pay.. 

80s4Ever: and | think that requires proof of address ete. 

Jorndovibb: Well.. 

Saturnalia]: Ok, that part was not in the movie.. 

JonJovibb: LOL 

JornJovibb: Well, since | have a PO box down here.|'d be happy to use that. 
JonJovibb: Itd be under a business name anyway. 

80s4Ever: Woah..wouldn't that be traceable back to you?? 

JonJovibb: What could they do to me down here??? 

SaturnaliaTT: Wasn't Jon's dream to act all Mafia-style? You're giving him the chance :))) 


B0s4Ever: OMG..is that a GOOD idea? 


80s4Ever: Godfather Bongiovi and his minions 

80s4Ever: What would happen if he really got annoyed 

B0s4Ever: and set the Jovi machine on the hunt? 

JonJovibb: Meh.Matts a big teddy bear ;) 

Saturnalia: he'll get stuck in traffic in my city :)) 

80s4Ever: Bears have claws..and teeth 

Saturnalia Tl: Bears are scary! Have you ever met one? 

SaturnaliaTT: Cos | did.the worst mountain experience ever 

JonJovibb: Eep! No way!! 

80s4Ever: Saw a baby bear once.heard its mother 

B0s4Ever: Didn't hang around long enough to see her 

JonJovibb: Eep! No way! 

JonJovibb: I've heard Matt likes cookies..Oreos in fact 

Jondovibb: .so we could send him a crate of Oreos at the same time XDXD 
80s4Ever: What and hope he gets distracted? 

80s4Ever: And Oreo's aren't cookies..they're biscuits. <lol> 

SaturnaliaTT: Matt likes Oreos? Now l'm craving Oreos..l'm chewing wafers instead.. 
JonJovibb: One thing also..the management addresses 

JonJovibb: .we would need to subscribe to the pages 

JonJovibb: which would mean a nominal payment of $5 in Jonny-boy's case 


JonJovibb: „always about the money with that boy! *cue eye-roll* 


80s4Ever: So you would need to invent a new id and fake email 

80s4Ever: Could you use a prepaid card? 

Jondovibb: Yeah, | could pick a burn-card from the bank next time l'm there. 
JonJovibb: Load it up with the required amount then trash it after we'd finished with it. 
80s4Ever: It wouldn't have your name on it? Would it? 

JornJovibb: No, burn-cards are like burn-phones..untraceable.. 

SaturnaliaT]: Nothing is untraceable. 

SaturnaliaTT: It all depends on the resources you are disposed to invest in tracing something. 
JonJovibb: Are you *sure® you're not a spy?? XD 

80s4Ever: Only on her days off! :) 

Saturnalia]; More like viceversa :))) Ssshh! :D 

JonJovibb: XDXD 

JonJovibb: So.! just had a thought.. 

JonJovibb: Wouldn't they still know each other's addresses still? 

80s4Ever: Of course they would 

80s4Ever: .can you see the Jovi machine losing track of a potential loose cannon?! 
SaturnaliaTT: And if they forgot it, there's always Google Maps. :)) 

JonJovibb: Did | say how much | love Google?? XD 

80s4Ever: Not recently! 

80s4Ever: When's the wedding? 

Jondovibb: HA! 


Saturnalia T1: Anniversary already! 


JonJovibb: Shall | go consult my Googley-goo and find their addresses? 

80s4Ever: Yes..you are SO much better at that sort of thing than | am. 

JonJovibb: If only Google had moving parts..sigh.. XDXDXD 

80s4Ever: ROTFL.really? 

SaturnaliaTl: Be careful what you wish for..:)))) 

JonJovibb: HAHAHA yeah.there are some things that should NEVER be seen moving]! 
JonJovibb: Okay..brb 

SaturnaliaT]: Where does Jon live these days? 

SaturnaliaTl: | have a hard time deciding between houses. :))) 

SaturnaliaTl: for T-shirts we're not really gonna send. Or „whatever is the number. 
JonJovibb: So do we want Richie's Laguna Beach or Calabasas house?? 

80s4Ever: Where is he most likely to be??? 

JonJovibb: If Ava's with him, probably Laguna Beach... 

Jondovibb: Also, I've found his childhood house too :) So cute ) 

80s4Ever: lol stalker or what? 

Jornovibb: Oh.Jon.Red Bank, Manhattan or East Hamptons? 

SaturnaliaTT: Isn't he selling the Red Bank one? 

Jondovibb: Good point.scratch that one.. 

JonJovibb: So I'll go do a bit of digging on my pal Google..are we doing this girls? 
Jorndovibb: Coz l'm in! 


80s4Ever: Sorry guys | gotta run.appointment in I5 minutes 


80s4Ever: It's been fun.wishful thinking maybe..but fun 
80s4Ever: Catch you again soon..running 

80s4Ever: xx 

SaturnaliaT7: |t surely was fun "plotting" :) Chat soon. 
SaturnaliaTl: Elvis has left the building* 

JonJovibb: But.but..you didn't say if you were in??l! *sad face* ..sigh.. 


JonJovibb: Bye..*waves off into the distance* 


~*~A Few Days Later~*~ 


JorWovibb: Pssst! Anyone here? | know it's late.. 

JonJovibb: || may have done something..*shuffles toe in the dirt* 
80s4Ever: That does NOT sound good.. 

SaturnaliaTT: Oh no.. 

Saturnalia Tl: | really hope my instinct is wrong right now! 
SaturnaliaT]: tell me it's not about our last chot.. 

JonJovibb: So you know how we were talking last week.. 

Jondovibb: And a bit of wishful thinking.. 

Saturnalia TI: And.my hope just died..RIP 

80s4Ever: No.no you didn't..did you??l! 


JonJovibb: Well.. *speaks in a rush* | may have bought the T-shirts.. 


JornJovibb: and had them Fed-Ex'd to their addresses 

80s4Ever: .. 

SaturnaliaTT: Well. fuck! 

80s4Ever: nope 

80s4Ever: no..you didn't! 

JonJovibb: *grins sheepishly* 

JonJovibb: | couldn't help myself.Google was calling to me.. 
SaturnaliaTl: What have | done? Why did | send that link to you?!?! 
JonJovibb: Coz ya like mel 

JonJovibb: And someone had to do it! *shrug* 

Saturnalia Tl: Right now l'm not so sure about it tbh 

B0s4Ever: Me either :( 

JonJovibb: Awww c'mon you two.. 

JorWovibb: It's the perfect crime.. 

SaturnaliaTl: There's no such thing as a perfect crime! 
Saturnalia Tl: Packages get lost all the time 

SaturnaliaTT: we still have a chance to get away with this..right? 
BOs4Ever: Yes! The packages *will* get lost! 

JonJovibb: Umm..then you don't want to know that | paid for insurance too.. 
80s4Ever: oh god..you didn't? 


Saturnalia Tl: Insurance? l'm starting to believe you want to get caught.. 


B0s4Ever: | think she does... 

80s4Ever: Probably likes the idea of getting caught by the Jovi machine 
JonJovibb: .. *crickets* 

Saturnalia Ti: | don't think it would go down like in fanfics, hun.. 

JonJovibb: | know that.but | just want to see them talking again! *sob* 
JonJovibb: C'mon. its worth the try, isn't it? 

SaturraliaTT: | guess we'll see.| still can't believe you did it. | need a drink.. 
80s4Ever: *grumbles incoherently* 

JonJovibb: If anything happens..l'll take the heat.will that suffice??l! 
80s4Ever: This is NOT good. 

80s4Ever: At least lose the email and cards you used 

80s4Ever: Don't make yourself easy to find 

JonJovibb: Already did it! 

SaturnaliaTT: Unfortunately for me | do possess a conscience...so we're all in this! 
80s4Ever: Yep ditto here 

80s4Ever: One sinks..we all sink 

SaturnaliaTl: OMG.we're a gang now! 

80s4Ever: Our own little mafia ))) 

Saturnalia: And JJbb is surely our ringleader. blame it on her nickname.. 
80s4Ever: Shouldn't it be JJbbb then.since she definitely has the devil in her 
SaturnaliaTT: lol. Yep! 


JonJovibb: The third b is overrated. 


80s4Ever: Oh no it isn't! bbb The Number of the Beast..Brill song :))) 
SaturnaliaTl: If its not Nikki Sixx it's useless :))) .Sorry.. 

80s4Ever: Maiden is the best band in the world any day 

B0s4Ever: well after Jovi of course 

SaturnaliaTT: I'll keep my mouth shut.. 

SaturnaliaT7: If | tell you what band | consider the best 
SaturnaliaTT: you'll disown me and throw me out of this group :))) 
B0s4Ever: Ooooh do tell 

JonJovibb: Now, now children.that's a subject for another day 
80s4Ever: So fearless leader.what are you doing for a finale? 
80s4Ever: And do we need to help hide any bodies? 

Saturnalia TT: Yeah..Ours :))) Preferably alive bodies. 

JonJovibb: What's the worst they could do? 

JonJovibb: Its not as though we killed anyone 

JonJovibb: Just tried to get them..communicating 

Saturnalia Ti: Well.lt depends on their reaction.Might be some blood involved. 
80s4Ever: Hopefully none of ours! -( 

JonJovibb: | guess all we can do now is..hope 

B0s4Ever: Hope? More like panic 

B0s4Ever: Sigh... we'll just have to wait and see 


Saturnalia Tl: I'm torn Part of me wishes those T-shirts never reach them, 


SaturnaliaTT: but part of me wishes they do and they have some impact on them 
Saturnalia TI: And yet.l'm more inclined to believe nothing will happen... 

80s4Ever: Gotta agree. Most likely they'll never see them 

80s4Ever: Their ‘people’ will dispose of them 

80s4Ever: Or they'll simply do the same themselves. 

80s4Ever: Waste of a couple of good shirts really <sigh> 

JonJovibb: Well all we can do now is wait and see if anything happens. 


T0 BE CONTINUED 


Chapter Two 


California - A few days later 


It was just another lazy day in California, Covid still restricting much of people's lives, when Richie received an 


unexpected package. 

He was alone in the house when the Fed-Ex guy arrived. Ava had gone back to Heather's yesterday and he was 
already feeling rather bored with his own company. He'd messed around on some songs for a while but gave up 
in frustration when the right words weren't coming to him soon enough. So when the doorbell rang, he 
welcomed it as the perfect time to set it aside. 

He swung the door wide and greeted the surgical-masked stranger holding a package. "Can | help you?" 
"Mr..Sambora?" the delivery guy confirmed. 


"Yeah, that's me," Richie said. 


"Sign here, please?" Richie scrawled his signature on the electronic screen and the delivery guy turned and 


left without question, leaving Richie holding a plastic delivery pouch. 
Frowning, he closed the door and flipped the package over to check for the sender. Nothing, only a postal box 


address. He didn't remember ordering anything online and it was addressed to him, so it didn't belong to Ava 
Unless she'd ordered it for him..but she would have put her name on it. 


He walked into the kitchen and dug around in the second drawer for the kitchen scissors. He slipped the point 
into the small opening and sliced the pouch open. He carefully peered into the bag and uttered a soft, "What 
the hell..2" He upended the contents onto the kitchen bench and stood staring at the folded fabric. Placing the 
scissors down absently and letting the mailer fall to the floor, he picked up what looked like a T-shirt and 
spread it out over the counter to see the writing on it. 

lm sorry. 

| fake full responsibility 

for where our relationship is at. 


Í love you, 


and ld like to create a future 


where we can be friends again 


Richie was stunned into silence. What the hell was this? Who could have sent it? 


The first name that came to his mind took him by surprise and made his heart skip a bit and a sound 
suspiciously like a teenage girl escaped his lips. 


It was not even a name per se, it was more like a mix of warm and fuzzy feelings that instantly surfaced 
from an unknown place, one that must have been buried deep inside him because he could have sworn he didn't 
have one. It made no sense and Richie didn’t quite understand the sudden ray of hope that absurd idea sprang 


in his soul. 


He made a phht noise that echoed off the walls. Not in a million years, he would have imagined himself 
squeaking like a kid for such a lousy attempt at an apology and he kind of hated himself for reacting like that. 
Still, the most likely person it could possibly be due to the wording on the shirt, and he was desperately 
clutching at straws with this line of thinking, was Jon But there was no fucking way that he would have done 
this..would he?! The frown deepened between his eyes as he stared at the shirt as though it was going to take 
flight around his kitchen. 


He grabbed a bottled water from the fridge and made his way outside to the deck, leaving the offending shirt 
still sprawled across the bench in his kitchen As he sat in the shade overlooking the ocean, he made a mental 


list of all the possibilities that could have sent it, either as a gift or as a prank. 


Now that he could believe! Someone pranking him considering all the crap that Ava had shown him on the social 
media sites she frequented Ava had been hurt by the language that Jon had been using to describe her 
father. Jon had been her favourite out of all the guys in the band when she was little, so for him to talk 
about her Dad like that, really upset her. 


Trust Jonny to drag him through the mud to make the JBJ machine look good. 


"Fuck him", Richie drowned his annoyance in a mouthful of water. The universe didn't revolve around Jon, not 


even when it came to broken relationships. 
So that put him back at square one with who might have sent it. Denise couldn't have, she was as close to 
him as his own mother. He picked up his phone and scrolled through his contacts, some old, some new but he 


discarded them one by one. 


Until he came to Lema's name..now he would be someone that would pull a stunt like this. That curly-haired 


prick that turned on a dime on him. 


A thought occurred to him and he went scrolling back to the H's and brought up a clean message screen. 


Hughie, long time. Hope you and the family are good . He hit send before he thought too hard about it and was 


rewarded a few moments later with a reply. 
Rich! Good to hear from you Kelle says hi You and Ava good? 

Yeah, man, we're good Ava just had her 23rd birthday. Where dd those years go? 

Watt til you have a grandchid! Then you feel every year of your age, my friend So.is this social or business? 


| gotta ask a favour..got sent a shirt outta the blue. Gotta be Lema pulling a prank, Im sure, but can you dig a 
litle for me? 


A shirt? Whats the big deal about a shirt? 
Its not so much the shirt but whats ON the shirt.Hl send a photo later, its inside. 


Sure, send it later and HI see what | can do. Gotta run, Rich, but good to hear from you, man. | miss ya, you 


know.. 

Thanks, Hughie..miss you too, my brother. Talk soon, yeah? 

He kept scrolling through the rest of his contacts but, despite a few vague possibilities, no other names 
jumped out. His gut kept telling him it was Jon. He growled in frustration and pushed out of the lounger and 
stalked back into the kitchen, eyeing the offending item that lay there taunting him. He remembered he had to 
send Hugh a photo of the shirt, so he spread it out on the counter and snapped a couple of shots, choosing 
the best to send. 

After the notification that the image was sent popped up, he shut down the phore, thinking nothing more of it. 
He left his phone on the counter with the shirt and left the kitchen for his music room, swiftly losing himself 


in his music as the words that were fleeting earlier, now came to him in abundance. 


ae = eee 


Meanwhile in New York 


"What's this?" Jon asked, just about to pick up the package with his name on the address sticker. 


"DON'T TOUCH IT!" Dorothea yelled from the other room. "I've only sanitised it once!" 


Jon rolled his eyes, safe in the knowledge his wife wouldn't see him from wherever she was. 
"Don't roll your eyes at me, Bongiovil" she yelled again. 
"Goddamn it!" he replied, perplexed, spinning on his heels toward her voice. "How do you do that?!" 


Dorothea came into the room at that moment and gave him a condescending smile. "Because after this amount 


of years, | think | know you better than you know yourself, honey." 


"When did it come in?" Jon asked, stuffing his hands in his pockets to try to curb the urge to touch the parcel 
in front of his wife. After all they'd been through with Jakey, then Lema and Everett, he had to admit that 
she may not be over-exaggerating with sanitizing everything to the Nth degree after all. 


"About an hour ago," she replied. "I've sprayed it once and," pulling on some disposable gloves, "unfortunately 
it's affected the printing on the label. Sorry, honey, but I'm not sure if you can read who it's come from 
anymore." She turned the parcel over and showed him how the thermal paper had turned black with just the 
faint shadow of the sender's name and address where it had sat against the countertop. 


"There might be an invoice or something inside," he shrugged. "When can | open it?" 


Dorothea chuckled and said, "You sound like the kids do at Christmas time. I'd like to give it another spray and, | 
don't know, another half hour after that to let it work." 


He pulled a face at her, which made her laugh. "I guess I'll have to wait," he pouted. "I'll be in my office. | think 
| have another Zoom interview soon. God, I'm so over these. They're always bringing up Sambo, too. Why can't 


they leave that shitshow in the past?" 


"Because they're still curious," Dot shrugged. "How about you just stick to the basics if they ask. He left, you 


wish him well. Didn't you see the furore you caused online the other week with one of your comments?" 


"Which one was that?" Truthfully, Jon had lost track with the number of interviews he'd done and he only got 
onto the social media sites when his management forced him to make an appearance, otherwise, he'd be 
blissfully unaware, like he used to be. 


"Hmm let's see," she replied, stripping off the gloves and putting them in the rubbish bin Digging her phone out 
of her jeans pocket she pulled up Twitter, searched for the hashtag involved and started reading some out. 


"You had to go and say ‘sane and sober', didn't you?!" Dot queried with a sigh, her eyebrow arched up at him. 
The fans' reactions were heated and clearly split down the middle between the camps. "That was when the 


whole thing started, honey.” 


"But. don't get it?!" Jon said, frowning. "| wasn't saying it as a slight on him.oh..." He trailed off when he 


realised that actually, it could have been misconstrued as a direct personal attack. 


If truth be told, Jon knew he had fucked up from the moment those words had left his mouth, but he hadn't 
let himself think of the reason they had come out like that. Or the place from where they had surfaced. After 
all that time, it was still an open wound and he was sick and tired of it. So he just put it all aside; the interview 


and its reactions, his feelings, his memories. 
Dot looked at her husband as he mentally chewed on that for a while. "Honey..you've never said it quite so..?" 
"So?" Jon prompted when she fell silent. 


"Never mind,” she said and stepped up in front of him, placing her hand over his heart and continued, "Just 
keep it simple. Go do the interview and by the time that's finished you'll be able to open the parcel.’ 


Jon searched his wife's face for a moment, wondering what she had been going to say before he dropped a 
kiss to her lips and nodded. "Spray it again now, please, so its ready to go," he said and started for the 


door way. "You're killin’ me here!" 


He settled himself in his chair and turned on the laptop, checking the time and the name and place of the 
interviewer in his calendar. He logged into his emails and brought up the link and password, signing in moments 
before the allotted time. The producer greeted Jon and ran through what was going to happen. He just smiled 
and nodded. It's not like he'd never done one of these before. He was sure if his sunglasses were dark enough, 
he could sleep-talk his way through most of the rote questions that they insisted on asking him. Blah, blah, 
blah. 


Almost an hour later he was being thanked for his time and the screen, thankfully went blank." Thank god" , he 
thought and dropped his head back, staring at the ceiling as he relaxed his face muscles from the forced 
smiles. Why couldn't he just get the music out there and leave all this bullshit behind? 


The good part of this pandemic, if such a thing existed, was he could deal with all these crappy interviews 
from the intimacy of his home which meant he only needed to turn off the monitor to instantly reach a 
happier place. He didn't even want to imagine how promoting this album would have been under normal 


conditions. 


"Who the hell would have thought one day I'd be grateful for this devil's technology?" he smirked despite 
himself. He stood from behind his desk and closed the lid of his laptop with a lot more force than necessary as 
if he wanted to prove to that soulless object that they were not yet good friends. 


Back to the kitchen, he poured himself a coffee that was still hot and moved his attention to the parcel that 
had been a nice distraction during the interview. On numerous times he had caught himself wondering what its 


content could be. 


There was a note attached now, from Dot. Gone shopping with Steph Yes, the parcel is okay fo touch now. See 


you soon Love D 


"There goes the credit card," he chuckled to himself and set aside his coffee. He fumbled through some 
drawers for a cutter - funnily enough, Dot's idea of order didn't always match his - and flipped the package a 
few times, making sure the sender was not visible anywhere on it, before cutting it open There was no invoice, 
nor any other thing that could give him a hint. Only a piece of grey clothing fell on the counter when he held 


the opened parcel upside down. 


He took it with both his hands and the material unfolded into a simple T-shirt. A simple T-shirt with the most 
bizarre text on it. Nope! He hadn't seen this one coming. He had probably imagined tens of possibilities in the 
last hour, but this one had surely escaped him. 


lm sorry. 
Í fake full responsibility 
for where our relationship is at. 


/ love you, 
and ld like to create a future 


where we can be friends again 


A small tremor took over his hands and Jon could not say what exactly triggered it. Was it the explosion of 
excitement and pure happiness that made his every cell tingle when Richie's name came to his mind as the 

possible sender? Or was it the disappointment and anger that quickly filled his heart when he realized Richie 
couldn't have sent it, not now, not after all that time? And surely not after that stupid interview had been 
distributed on every fucking platform. 


"IFs just a joke," he murmured, his lungs deflating and his shoulders dropping just a bit, but his eyes remained 
cast on the black letters. 


He let his arms down, the piece of cloth barely hanging in one hand, and grabbed the plastic pouch, stalking off 
to his office with the intention of doing some paperwork. He carelessly tossed the bag into the trash can 
beside his desk and threw the shirt towards the furthest piece of furniture he could spot from that angle. He 
sat on his chair pulling it closer to his desk He reached for his pen and the yellow legal pad that he preferred 
to write with and started jotting down ideas that came to mind. 


Before the fall.my knees hit the dirt, when | saw your shirt.. 


" What the fuck?!" He scratched out the last line and tried again. 


Never asleep, its now dawning 

h the shirt you once gave me 

Tangled up in bitter wine 

its your memory Im still holding 

Jon stared at those lines for a few moments as if they hadn't come out of his own mind, before pushing his 
chair back hard, hitting the back against the wall of windows behind him in the process. He furiously headed to 
where the T-shirt had landed and grabbed it. With a determination worthy of better causes, he crumpled into 
a ball and sent it with one precise shot after the pouch that had brought it to his house. 

He would not let that lousy piece of cloth be a source of inspiration, especially when the outcome consisted of 
lyrics that could be easily interpreted as..As what? He snorted and applied the same awful treatment to the 
piece of paper that held those dreadful lines. Only his ringing phone saved the trash bin from a similar fate. 
Jon had already swung his leg back, ready to kick the hell out of that harmless piece of metal and plastic, but 
stopped when he heard the distinct ringtone. 

Thank god for that! Given his luck, his little outburst would have probably resulted in a broken toe or a mild 
concussion when the bin bounced off the tempered glass window right into his head. After a blackened nail and 
a hernia, that's what he was missing! Another domestic accident! 


"Hey, Dad. You good?" Jesse asked. 


"Hey, kiddo. Yeah, I'm fine. What can | do for you?" Jon asked getting away from those things that he still 


wished he could, at the very least, set on fire. 
"I'm down at Greenwich Village. Wanna help surprise a few liquor stores?" 


It was the perfect distraction, he thought, and without a moment's hesitation he said, "Yeah, sure. Send me the 


address and I'll grab a car service down there." 


"Awesome! Thanks, Dad. Love you. See you soon," Jesse replied and the phone went dead in Jon's hand. 


Chapter Three 


Meanwhile in cyberspace 


80s4Ever: Wakey Wakey you two. 


B0s4Ever: If | have to get up at this hour the least you two can do is be herel 
Saturnalial] : Five more minutes, mom....))))))))) 


JonJovibb :  *grumble grumble* *snort* Wut?! 


JorJovibb: l'm up! | promise... 


B0s4Ever: You ought to be.given that it's tea time there 
B0s4Ever: So what's new? 


B0s4Ever : Anybody heard anything ‘interesting’? 


Saturnalia Tl : Thank God, no! 


Saturnalia T] : But you know, JJbb is our official stalker... 
JonJovibb : Damn it.no.. 


8Os4Ever : l'm really torn. 
B0s4Ever: — I'd love to hear something positive.. 


BOs4Ever: But very glad | haven't 


JonJovibb : Hold on.gotta do something... 


HWasMe : —Okay..there we go.. XD 


B0s4Ever: Subtle. NOT! 


Saturnalia Ti : LOL 


SaturnaliaT] : Yeah.like an elephant in a spring flower field.. 


HWasMe :  Well.it looks as though the experiment was a dud anyway so why not *shrug* 


80s4Ever: It hasn't been that long yet 
B0s4Ever: Given how bad the post is right now... 


80s4Ever: A certain two parcels may be lost (hopefully?) 


SaturnaliaT] : Lost.set on fire already..possibilities. possibilities 


HWasMe : —So.let's imagine that they *have* received them.. 


Saturnalia T] : What would you do if you received something like that? 


80s4Ever : Start listing my enemies *lol* 


Saturnalia Tl : Why? So you have a clear vision of who to strangle first with the shirt? 


HWasMe : They could use the shirt to tie the other one up 


Saturnalia Tl : Can you imagine a furious Richie coming to Jon's house? 


SaturnaliaT] : With the shirt in his hand demanding an explanation? :))) 


80s4Ever : The image of him doing just that popped into my head 
B0s4Ever : Banging on the door 
B0s4Ever : waving the shirt above his head 


80s4Ever : while singing *Shot through the heart and you're to blame* 


HWasMe : My favourite pose Jon does on stage is the tie me up one.. 


80s4Ever : Which one is that??? 


HWasMe : Any move that looks like his hands are tied about his head *fans face* 


B0s4Ever : = ahhh.drooling now 


SaturnaliaTT : Stuck in my house, Covid's to blame... 
Saturnalia] : China you gave Corona a bad name..na na.na.. 


SaturnaliaT] : That's what | sang all April month :))) 


80s4Ever: ROTFL ..now that version is stuck in my head 


HtWasMe : Sorry.l'm still stuck thinking about Jon 
HWasMe : tied up with the shirt 

HWasMe : with Richie looming above him 
HWasMe : Saying.. "so *now* are you sorry?!" 


80s4Ever : Oh yeah...(drooling) 


Saturnalia T1 


Saturnalia T1 


HWasMe : 


ltWasMe : 


HWasMe : 


Saturnalia T1 


80s4Ever : 


80s4Ever : 


80s4Ever : 


ltWasMe : 


Saturnalia T1 


B0s4Ever : 


ltWasMe : 


ltWasMe : 


ltWasMe : 


B0s4Ever : 


: hmmm..the best spent money in history.. 


: And Jon being clueless but oh, so turned on..:D 


And we know how J likes to be in control 
He would be struggling against the bindings 


But secretly *loving® it ;) 


: His dick won't keep his secret for too long :)))) Sorry.. 


Do you think Richie would spank him? 
put JBJ over his knees 


and spank until that butt was red? 


Hmmm..JBJ's butt...D 


> Oh now THAT is worth a few minutes thinking about 


Remember the 80s spandex? 


How can | forget.. 
All those smoooooooth thighs and ass cheeks 


perfectly outlined.. 


All those NOT smooth crotches 


ltWasMe : 


B0s4Ever : 


ltWasMe : 


ItWasMe : 


ltWasMe : 


80s4Ever : 


B0s4Ever : 


B0s4Ever : 


ltWasMe : 


ltWasMe : 


ltWasMe : 


80s4Ever : 


B0s4Ever : 


Saturnalia T] : 


80s4Ever : 


Saturnalia T] : 


Saturnalia T] : 


oh god..droool..looking for any hint of outline XD 


hint? HINT? There was usually lots more than a hint 


Especially Richie. have some..awesome.photos... 
He's definitely a show-er :P 


Jon must be a grower XD 


Either that or guitar playing is far more fun than singing 
All those vibrations 


Good, good, good, good Vibrations 


HAHAHA! 
Who needs a vibrating cock-ring! 


Now I'm going to be singing that all day :/ 


ROTEL...sadly me too 


there goes my metal street cred <sigh> 


You traded "Bad Name" for "Good vibrations"? Tsk tsk tsk.. 


What can | say... was ‘eccentrically' educated 


Say no more )) 


Youtube's algorithm has a meltdown every time it has to make suggestions for me. 


B0s4Ever : 


80s4Ever : 


ltWasMe : 


B0s4Ever : 


Saturnalia T] : 


Saturnalia T] : 


Saturnalia T] : 


B0s4Ever : 


80s4Ever : 


B0s4Ever : 


ltWasMe : 


B0s4Ever : 


Saturnalia T] : 


80s4Ever : 


B0s4Ever : 


B0s4Ever : 


Youtube has me sussed..10s/80s bands live gigs 


Call me predictable 


Let's think of other things that could have happened with the shirts 


How about Richie using it to clean his guitar 


hahaha.. 
you don't wanna know what | was thinking he was gonna clean 


„definitely not a guitar 


at least the T shirt would be having a good time 
Gripped tight in his large hands 


Rubbing up and down that solid wood 


Now who has a dirty mind.l'm usually the one ) <3 


Me! Me! (jumping up and down in the gutter and waving) 


And what do dirty minds want? :D 


Two idiots to stop the bullshitting 
and get back together 


and not just in fanfic <sigh> 


SaturnaliaT] : Everybody wants that... 


SaturnaliaT] : But no..we want another round.After all.there are two shirts :D 


B0s4Ever: Oooh ... Go on... 


SaturnaliaT7 : | can totally picture them lying on the floor, panting 
SaturnaliaT] : and J slapping R with his fresh, still unruined shirt.. 


SaturnaliaTT : Saying...So..you up for another round of apologies? :)))) 


ltWasMe : lm up for anything..as long as they're naked as the day they were born ;) 


HWasMe : With a large bottle of the finest..lube. handy ;))) 


B0s4Ever : Vintage or just cheap, off the shelf??? 


SaturnaliaT] : As long as it does its job.. 


HWasMe : But seriously though... 
HWasMe : I'd like to think that they've both got their shirts.. 
HWasMe : and that they've made up..making kissy faces to each other... 


HWasMe : over a zoom meeting XD 


Saturnalia Tl : Oh, former JJbb, you are such a dreamer :) 


HWasMe : and that they're making plans right this moment to meet up.. 


BOs4Ever : Whose place? 


ltWasMe : 


ltWasMe : 


Saturnalia T] : 


80s4Ever : 


HWasMe : 


HWasMe : 


80s4Ever : 


Saturnalia T] : 


ltWasMe : 


ltWasMe : 


ltWasMe: 


B0s4Ever : 


B0s4Ever : 


ltWasMe : 


ItWasMe : 


B0s4Ever : 


Does it matter.they'd be together *heart eyes* 


Hmmm..dreaming is fun.and dirty right now in my head XD 


Now we're talking...tell us more about the dirty dream :))) 


Lots more 


Well after the huge heartfelt apologies and the tears 


then there's the kissy faces 


but they can't even get together right now..damn Covid 


hey..let the girl dream :) No Covid in our little AU 


Even if there is Covid they could still get together 


„zoom meeting..look up... 


their eyes meet.. 


ah..there she goes again. 


The person formerly known as JJbb ever the romantic 


Hush you...<3 


checking that there's no one else in their houses 


and? AND? 


ltWasMe : 


B0s4Ever : 


ltWasMe : 


80s4Ever : 


B0s4Ever : 


80s4Ever : 


B0s4Ever : 


ltWasMe : 


ltWasMe : 


80s4Ever : 


B0s4Ever : 


80s4Ever : 


ltWasMe : 


ltWasMe : 


Saturnalia T1 


Saturnalia T1 


ltWasMe : 


locking their office doors 


go On.. 


before they partake in a little self-help phone/facetime sex 


Ooooh yeah..| can just picture them 
handjobs, watching each other's faces 
gasping, moaning 


getting closer and closer 


not to mention them both managing to cum simultaneously after all these years 


Sigh... 


Ahhhh <sigh> 
Wishful thinking 


But GOOD wishful thinking 


Well.that escalated quickly in my head ;) 


| feel like *l* need the cold shower XD 


: | feel like | need another round :))) 


: And | wish | were a hacker and could take over their cameras :D 


Another round of what?? XD 


ltWasMe : 


Saturnalia T] : 


ltWasMe : 


ltWasMe : 


ltWasMe : 


B0s4Ever : 


B0s4Ever : 


80s4Ever : 


B0s4Ever : 


80s4Ever : 


Saturnalia T] : 


ItWasMe : 


HWasMe : 


80s4Ever : 


HWasMe : 


ItWasMe : 


HWasMe : 


l'm still on the afterglow of that one.. 


Another round of your exquisite writing :D 


Why thank you..l'll get onto that once we've finished discussing.. 
the finer details of this t-shirt business... 


Can you think of anything we've overlooked.how it may have gone wrong? 


They got them, 

and immediately sent them back to the other 
"Return to sender...” 

"unwanted gift" written all over it 


<sob> 


Why this scenario? :)) 


Because I'm *sure® | paid for a notification email.. 


to be sent when they received them.. 


| THOUGHT you deleted the email addy! 


Weeeeelllll.. 
| haven't as yet.but | willl Today! This evening! Right now! 


| was hoping that..ch | don't know *shrug* 


SaturnaliaTT : You really like living on the edge.. 


BOs4Ever: Get rid of that account! 


HWasMe: But.. 


BOs4Ever: GET RID OF THAT ACCOUNTII! 


B0s4Ever: It's traceable 


HWasMe:  *acting like a teenager * 
WasMe: = *grumbling and stalking from the room* 
ltWasMe: Fine! *slams door * 


ltWasMe: = *pokes head back in* But..what if. 


BOs4Ever: Get out of here idiot 


B0s4Ever: and go delete that account 


HWasMe: You both love me XD 


Saturnalia T] : Yeah, and that's why we're telling you to GET RID OF THAT ACCOUNT! 


B0s4Ever : yeah, we do but you need to stop taking so many risks 


B0s4Ever: GO! 


HWasMe : Does it help if | say l'm channelling my inner Richie/flower child.. 


HWasMe: and just going with the flow of things? 


B0s4Ever : 


HWasMe : 


ltWasMe : 


ItWasMe : 


B0s4Ever : 


80s4Ever : 


ltWasMe : 


B0s4Ever : 


Saturnalia T] : 


80s4Ever : 


80s4Ever : 


Saturnalia T] : 


ltWasMe : 


ltWasMe : 


ltWasMe : 


B0s4Ever : 


How does the flower child like the idea of the Jovi machine after them??? 


I'm going! l'm going! Jeez.. 


Its done..the cancellation.and I've sent you both the proof.. 


happy now?? 


Much happier. 


Dunno what I'd do if the big bad Jovi ate you 


| dunno..but if it was the head Jovi.he can eat me anytime.*cackles with glee* 


ROTFLMAO gotta agree there 


Oh, so now we're back to the dirty things..when | have to go.. 


Do we ever leave the gutter??? 


Mind in the gutter, but looking up at the stars 


For technical issues apparently :))) 


Well, | gotta go be an adult now :( 
I'll leave you with those images running around in your heads 


until next time we speak 


Cheers, like | need that in my head when I'm trying to work 


B0s4Ever : Actually take that back.beats staring at the screen 


SaturnaliaT] : Meeting started..gtg..*acts professional* 


HWasMe: —Toodle ool 


B0s4Ever: Until the next exciting episode of three idiots in a chat room 


B0s4Ever: Bye girls 


HWasMe : HA! HA! 


ltWasMe : Byelll 


Chapter Four 


Three Days Later in California 


Richie was talking to his publicist on the phone when his mobile phone buzzed, alerting him to a message. He 


looked at the screen quickly and saw Hugh's name. 

"Richie," his publicist said, "| know you don't want to do it.but | think you need to address all this chaos that 
Jon's caused. You know, it hasn't helped that your friends have put their own opinions out there either. Saying 
that Bon Jovi would have been nothing without you was hardly tactful." 

"Hey..she was just tryna help," Richie shrugged. "I can't control what she says on Twitter.” 


"| realise that," she replied, "but can you just tell her to cool it, please?" 


"Yeah, yeah..next time I'm talking to her. | think I'll Facetime them later in the week, so I'll do it then. So what 


do you want me to do?" 


"| can line up one Zoom interview. That's all it will need and then we just sit back and let the fandom and the 


press do the rest." 

"| can do that," he agreed. "Just email me the details." 

"Will do. But Rich?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Keep it classy. Don't stoop to name-calling or anything like that. And don't time travel with rambling stories, it 
doesn't need it," his publicist said "You'll come out smelling like roses in the press. Unfortunately, the fandom 
may be still divided” 

"Yeah, | get it," Richie agreed. "Hey, listen | gotta run. Email me the information. Bye." 


He disconnected the call before opening up Hugh's message. 


Got the photo. Interesting! You say you don't know who sent it? Sent it to David He was busy with his musical 
rehearsals so he didnt have time to chat but | would take it as a no, it wasn't him. 


Well, there went any thoughts of anyone from the band sending it as a joke, he thought as he shut his phone 
down again. He had tossed the offending shirt carelessly, in a fit of pique, into a drawer somewhere, just in 


case it had come from someone he knew. Worst case, it ended up in the charity box in six months’ time. 


The notification of a new email popped up on his laptop screen while he was sitting there and, after opening it, 
he saw that it was from his publicist with a Zoom invitation from the Daily Mail. He huffed at how he'd 


conveniently managed to forget how quickly things moved these days when it came to the media 


He wasn't even that interested in the new album. It was an amusing idea calling it 2020, Richie had to give him 
that much but he was curious as to whether Jon had had any compulsion to rename it after the shitstorm 
that this year had turned out to be. Richie huffed out a breath and remembered that Jon was too much of a 
tight-wad to spend the money on changing the name. 


The last two weeks or so he'd felt as though his previous seven years of relative peace had been stripped 
away and he was being forced back into the spotlight, but it wasn't of his own doing this time..well, not directly. 


He'd managed to let the previous album, the first after he'd left, slide by without all the drama this one had 
created. It should have just happened for this one too. It should have just been released without so much fuss 
and bother. But it didn't, did it? 

And why was that?! All because Jonny-boy couldn't keep his mouth under control. 

There used to be a time when he relished that out-of-control mouth, but that was a lifetime ago. 

Then the Hall of Fame debacle happened. Richie understood why Jon wanted Phil there, and to a lesser extent, 
Everett. But Shanks, that double-crossing hound?! That rankled. It felt so good, so right, to have Alec there 
too, even if he looked to be a hundred years old. All they, the press, wanted to know was if he was ever going 
back to the band. There was an awkward silence before Jon answered then handballed it off to him. Served the 
fucker right when it was volleyed right back into his lap. 

Richie made the calendar annotation for the interview, which was later that day, and then called Denise. 
"Hello?" 

"Hey, darlin’, it's me," Richie said. "How you doin’ today?" 


"Hey, Me," Denise chuckled. "I'm fine, Richie-honey. | had a feeling you were going to call?" 


"A feeling? Or an email?" Richie returned. He had to give thanks to the powers that be, for his team, his 
family, that looked after him so well. 


"Both, actually," Denise replied. "You know | can read you like a book by now. When is the interview?" 


He consulted the email again and said, "430 this afternoon. Think you can work your magic on this old man by 


then, darlin?" 


Denise scoffed, heavy with derision and said, "Old, my ass! And of course, | can. I'll be there within the hour 


with hair and make-up-." 
"Hair, yes. No make-up." 


"Okay..then we'll figure out the best spot for lighting and run through what you're gonna say," she replied. 
"He's being such an ass, | could happily kick him in the balls right about now." 


"I know..but then you'd have Dotty after you, too," Richie reminded his long-time friend and caretaker. 
"| know you've more than likely had a run-in with her before. But it's just Jonny being Jonny..what can ya do?" 


Derise was silent for a moment before saying, "He's expecting this to go his own way..so you fight back." 
"That's my girl. | have an idea of what needs to be done. l'll tell you when you get here," Richie said, fondly. "I'll 
see you soon, Denny’." He hung up the phone and for the first time since Ava showed him Jon's interview, he 


felt as though he was back on an even keel again. 


While he waited, Richie pulled out a notepad and made a few notes on what he was wanting to say and how he 


was going to say it. 

people say | don’t have my life together - are you kidding me! (happy face) 

dire situation with my family - Ava/Heather (concerned) 

made a tough decision 

people weren't happy about it. (shrug and big sigh) 

Jon and | had our ups and downs throughout the years, as any married couple have 
we spent more time together than we spent with our families 

him and I wrote the songs 

no malice towards Bon Jovi (open smile/inviting) 

but need a special situation fo go back 

When he was done, he muttered a bitter, "Take that, fucker!" 

Throwing the pen down on the pad he stalked from the room to go and get ready. He knew Denise would let 


herself in so he jogged upstairs to the bedroom and stripped out of his clothes, tossing them in the hamper 
before getting into the shower to wash his hair. 


He tried not to dwell too long on the upcoming interview so he let his mind wander. Richie's thoughts touched 
on his last date..Jane..Joanne..he couldn't remember her name now, that's how memorable the actual date was 


but the sex afterwards made up for the lack of conversation at dinner. 


She was tallish, with blonde curls that hung halfway down her back. When she was naked those curls fell just 

over her surgically enhanced breasts. As he recalled the way her body moved beneath his that night, his hand 
strayed down over his belly to his increasingly interested cock. Grabbing a dollop of conditioner from his belly, 

that had strayed from his hair, he started stroking himself. 


He pictured their romp in his bed, ending with her on her hands and knees as he sank himself into her from 
behind, another time flashed up from deep within his memory. 


Another blonde curly-haired body in front of him on hands and knees. This person was a little more sinewy 
than the blonde from the other night, a litte more muscled, just as vocal though as they encouraged Richie to 


his release. 

He could see himself reaching his hand out, running it up the person's spine and into their hair, tugging on it 
and hearing the guttural moan that escaped their lips. He remembered forcing the person to look at him as he 
came, sharing an almost simultaneous release. 

The nameless person turned their head to him and smiled, the blue eyes shocking the here-and-now Richie into 
a forceful climax. "Jonny!" he cried as he emptied himself into the warm water cascading over him. He had to 


brace himself against the tiles as the full-body tremors shook him to his core. "Shit!" he muttered to himself. 
"What the fuck was that?" 


"Richie? Did you say something?" Denise called from outside the bathroom. "Are you okay?" 


“Ah..yeah, I'm okay," he called out as he rinsed the cum from the tiles and the conditioner from his hair. 
"Gimme ten minutes and I'll be out." 


"Okay, sweetie," she replied. "I've laid out some clothes for you too." 
"Thanks, darlin," he said, shutting the water off and hauling himself out of the shower on wobbly legs. If he 


couldn't get that high from alcohol anymore, then he could damn well get it from a good hand-job in the 


shower. 
He felt fantastic even though it was Jon's damn face from the ‘80s that brought him off. 


we Rw 


A couple of hours later 


"It would have to be under exceptional circumstances," he'd replied to the question the interviewer asked. Same 
old bullshit question about him returning to the Jovi machine. He had to stop himself from rolling his eyes. 
"But I'm certainly not ruling it out" 


He'd seen Denise shake her head and pin him with an accusatory look. He knew he was going to be on the 
receiving end of her wrath over that one. Denise didn't have much time of day for his past employer lately, 


but he'd said what he'd said and he would deal with the aftermath of it in due time. 


Right now he would have to wait to see how the Daily Mail sliced and diced him together and whether or not 


his answers would be taken out of context or not. 

The hardest thing was keeping his mind off that damned T-shirt. 

"Well..that's done," he sighed as Denise walked over to him. 

"Let Jon stew in his own juices for a bit," she commented. "Fuck him and his inabilty to get it together bullshit 


"That's exactly what it is, Denny," Richie said. "You can tell when he's talking off the cuff. That's when the shit 
hits the fan. Just drop it, for now, Demy." He dropped a placating kiss to his friend's head and walked out onto 


the deck for some fresh air. He laid his arms on the railing and gazed out over the water. 

He wasn't in the mood to discuss Jon anymore than he had to today. It hadn't helped that Megan had put her 
two cents worth into the mix on that stupid Twitter place either. Though he would have liked to have seen 
Jon's face when the second one dropped in his inbox. 

"Hey..Rich, | found something in the kitchen while | was waiting." Denise had followed him out. 


"Oh! | hope | don't have a rodent problem.hate those little suckers," he said over his shoulder. 


"No..but | did find a T-shirt stuffed in a drawer," Denise replied. "Since when do you store your shirts in the 


second drawer with the can openers?" 


"Is that where | put it," he grumbled, rolling his eyes at himself. "I hoped I'd put it in the trash." He moved 


back into the house, restless from the interview and from having Jon's words thrown at him..yet again. 
'Its not really your style," Denise said as they moved into the kitchen 


"| didn't buy it," he said, staring at the shirt balefully. "It got delivered the other day." He spread the shirt out 


again, over the counter and contemplated the words again. He still didn't know what to make of it. 


Was it from Jon? Did he want it to be from Jon? Maybe. Who was he kidding..of course, he wanted it to be 
from him but the timing didn't make sense. If Jon was dissing him in the press, why would he send something 
that was basically an apology? 


"Delivered?" Denise queried. "Who would-... No! He wouldn't.would he? What the fuck is he playing at?!" 


"We don't know that it was Jon, Denny," Richie exclaimed. "And why does it matter so much?! Everyone is 
allowed to change their minds from one moment to another, aren't they? Free will, and all that, right?!" He 
stalked from the kitchen, taking the steps two at a time down to the gym on the lower floor. He was ready to 
take some of his frustrations out on the boxing bag. 


"Yes, but," Denise counted, following him down the stairs, "what gives him the right to play cat and mouse with 
you? He bats you around in the press, baits you into having to make a response but in the meantime, he's 


sent you this?!" Denise waved the offending t-shirt in the air. 


‘Its Jon, Denny," Richie said, repeating himself for the gazillionth time over the past thirty-odd years. "The 


boss-man does whatever the fuck he wants to do..and you know it." 


He pulled on the padded boxing gloves and secured them tightly around his wrists before starting slowly to 


allow his muscles to warm up. 
"He's an asshole!" she spat. "Always has been, always will be." 


"But he's my asshole!" Richie snarled back, hitting the bag harder than intended. Well, that came out of 
somewhere unexpected , he thought. Jon had always had the ability to throw him off guard, whether he was in 


the same room or on the other side of the country. 


"Look, Denny. appreciate the outrage on my behalf," he continued, "but just drop it for the moment, okay?" He 
went back to beating the shit out of the bag, imagining his sparring partner to be a certain lead singer. 


"You're not seriously thinking about going back.are you?" she asked the burning question 
"| dunno," he replied. "What if that is an apology? What if he does wanna get back together?" 


"Then he should man up and call you," she retorted, her voice dripping with venom that was aimed fairly and 


squarely at Jon. "Not send you some dime-store rag with a vapid apology of sorts printed on it” 
She fell silent for a moment as Richie pounded on the bag. 


| know what needs doing," she said, looking at the shirt in her hand. "It needs burning.” Denise turned and 
headed back up the stairs to the living room. 


"Wait! What?!" Richie said, only half-listening. "Burn it?!" Fuck! He took off up the stairs, pulling the gloves off as 
he took them two at a time, finding Denise at the fireplace, ready to throw the garment in. " No!" he yelled, 
making a lunge for it before she tossed it into the fire she'd started. 


"Oh, for pity sake, Richie," she said. "It's just a stupid T-shirt. A cheap one at that, too! The fucker can afford 
a better quality shirt. Just let me get rid of it" Denise held her hand out for the shirt. 


"Don't push me, Denny," he growled, stalking through the house to his bedroom and throwing the shirt on his 
bed to deal with later. "We don't know, for sure, that its from Jon so for now.just let it drop before | get 


really angry.” 


His startled assistant, the one who knew him better than he knew himself, stood on the threshold of his 
bedroom, staring at him. "I'm sorry, Richie. | guess | overstepped" She turned and walked back to the living 


room. 


Richie sighed and asked the heavens above to give him strength before he followed her footsteps back 
through the house. "Denny, don't be like this, please?!" he said, arriving in the living room to see her gathering 
her belongings together. "Please don't walk away mad." 


"IFs okay, Rich," she replied, sadly. "I think we're both a little overwrought from the past few days." She 


reached up and kissed his cheek. "I'll be in contact tomorrow, okay?" 


Richie let the door close behind his friend. Never had he wanted a drink so badly in the past several years as 
he did right now. He wanted to rage and yell at Jon for dragging him back into the middle of the media circus 


again. 
With a grim determination, he returned to the gym and took out those frustrations on the equipment and his 
body until he was numb. Trudging wearily up the stairs, he finally felt as though he might be able to sleep, 


dream-free for the first time since this whole debacle had started. 


we Rew 


Chapter Five 


Two days later in California 


One..two.three..four..," Richie counted his small band in, for the run-through of a song before they recorded 
it. He and Bob Rock had worked on it in his kitchen at the Calabasas house but that was before COVID hit. Now 
he was reduced to Zoom calls with the members of his band. He knew the song was good but it was made 
even more special when it was played as it should be; by a band. But it should be live, not over the internet. 


He needed that personal connection. 

He saw his phone light up with a call but chose to ignore it until they had finished the song. He called for a 
break after a couple of run-throughs and retrieved his phone from where it sat, and activated the screen 
before taking a sip from his mug of honey and lemon tea. He couldn't bring himself to drink that god-awful 


concoction of melted cough drops in hot water that Jon used. 


He smiled when he saw that it had been his daughter that had called. He pressed the call button and waited 


for it to connect. 
"Hi, Papa," Ava answered. "Where are you?" 
"Hey, Princess," he replied "I'm rehearsing, why? Is everything okay?" 


"Yeah, everything is good. | was about to hang out by Mom's pool for a little while but thought I'd swing by 
the beach house after that." 


"Are you staying?" Richie asked, checking his watch. Their time was almost up anyway. "I've got rehearsals for 


another couple of hours." 
"Yeah, | can stay," she chirped. "I'll organise some dinner and | can get it delivered later tonight" 


"Is Tyler joining us?" Richie was happy that his daughter had found a decent guy and was happy for them to 
hang out at his place. It filled his house and his heart with joy seeing the young couple together. 


"Not tonight," Ava said. "I wanted to talk to you about something.” 
"Oh?! Should | be scared?! Will it burn a hole in my credit card?" 


"Wiseguy!" she chucked. "No, nothing like that. | just wanted to spend some time with my old man. ls that 
okay?!" 


"More than okay, sweetheart," Richie smiled. "Listen, | gotta go. I'll see you in a couple of hours, okay? | love 


you, Princess." 


"Love you too, Papa," she said and disconnected the call, 


Slipping the phone into his back pocket, Richie turned back to the group of musicians waiting patiently on the 
screen and said, "Right.let's do this!" 


A couple of hours later, Richie heard Ava's car pulling into the garage moments before her footsteps could be 


heard coming up the stairs. "Papa?!" 


"In my bedroom, Princess," he called back. He was finishing off his laundry and was hanging up the last of the 


shirts. 


"| got pizza coming at 1. From that wood-fired place | know you love," Ava said as she walked into the master 


bedroom. "Is that okay? | got you your favourite." 
‘I'm surprised you're not getting sushi,’ he commented as Ava dived onto his bed. 
| had that last night,” she said. "Besides.l'm feeling a little PMS-y, ya know? | feel like comfort food." 


"You okay? Anything | can do for you?" he asked. He had always been surrounded by women so he'd got used 
to asking the questions that would make a lot of men squeamish. "You know where the heating pad is and the 


painkillers are in your medicine cabinet.” 


“Thanks, Papa," she smiled, sitting up. She started handing him his shirts. "| just needed some time with you, | 
think. Mom's being..well, Mom..so | thought I'd spend some time here." 


"Are you both taking your meds? And are you taking them on time?" Richie asked. He was devastated that his 
beautiful girl had inherited some of her mother's chemical imbalances. Heather, however, seemed to finally be 

on track again after a tumultuous decade and Ava was religious with her medication and holistic regime. Except 
when she was due her period then it was junk food all the way. 


"Yes, Papa," she said, the eye-roll clearly heard in her voice even though he had his back to her. "Chris is 
keeping a close eye on Mom. He's a good guy." She handed up another collared shirt. 


I'm glad to hear that," Richie said He was still very protective of his ex-wife regardless of how their 


relationship broke down 


"Hey?!" Ava exclaimed. "What's this? Did you forget to wash this one? It's all crumpled down the bottom of the 
basket" 


Richie turned and saw the offending grey shirt as his daughter spread it out over his bed. "I bet | know who 
gave you this," she commented as she spread the shirt out to read the print. 


"Who?! Coz there was no return address," he said, silently cursing himself at how eager he sounded. 
Eager? Or desperate, asshole? he berated himself. 

"Oh, c'mon, Dad," she scoffed, the sarcasm dripping from those three words was heard clearly. 
Uh-oh, he thought, when she uses Dad, Im in trouble! 


"You can't seriously tell me that you don't have one inkling over who might have sent you this?" his daughter 


exclaimed. 


‘Like | said, Princess," he said, trying to stay calm as he hung the last of his laundry. He grabbed the offending 
t-shirt from the bed, screwed it back up into a ball and tossed it in the bottom of his wardrobe in the 
darkest of corners. "It didn't come addressed. So, no, | have no idea" He stalked from the bedroom hoping to 
put as much distance between himself and that damned piece of cloth. 


"| saw a bit of your interview, Dad," Ava bellowed from his room before chasing after him. "Denise sent me 


some video she took. You looked really good. You made some very valid and sound points, too." 


"Don't act so surprised, Princess," he replied, sitting down in the living room in his favourite chair and picking 
up a book that was on the table beside him. He didn't even know what book it was, he was only using it to 

avoid the conversation. "Your old man has done an interview or two in his time." He opened to the page that 
was marked and tried to read but the words that swam in front of him kept morphing into the fabric ones. 


Ava found him and sat down at his feet, pulling the book from his hands. "Papa.its okay to change your mind 
about the band," she said gently. "It's okay to admit that you're missing it. Maybe missing Uncle Jon too? You 


know. just as someone to bounce ideas off..musically speaking, of course." 


"Why would | miss that asshole after all he keeps saying?" he countered. "That's not my job anymore. My 
job..." he sighed, willing himself to calm down a little, "my job is to be your Dad. To make sure you're taking 


care of yourself. To be there when you need me." 


"And you have been, Papa," his daughter said. "Don't ever think that | don't know what you sacrificed for 


me..for mom." 


‘It wasn't a sacrifice, baby," Richie replied, leaning forward to place a kiss on Ava's head. "| missed so much for 


way too long. | wanted to do this. needed to." 


"Well..college is coming up and I'll be super busy, so..." she said, letting her words dangle ready for him to grab 


at them. 


He was about to fall into her trap when the doorbell rang. "That'll be the pizza," he said, rising from the seat 
and stepping over his daughter. 


Watching a movie whilst sharing a pizza, Richie was lulled into thinking that Ava had forgotten about their 
earlier conversation. Ava was curled up into the corner of the couch absently watching the movie as she 


scrolled through her phone, chuckling or scoffing at random social media posts or messaging with her friends. 


He wasn't going to complain. He was comforted by her presence alone regardless if they were actually 


conversing or not. 

"Hey, Papa?" Ava said, right at a critical point in the movie. It was some true-crime drama that Ava had 
chosen but had hardly watched but it had suckered him in and they were about to reveal the motives for the 
crime. 

"Hmm?" he hummed absently. 


"Err. think you should look at your Twitter feed," she said. 


"Why? The interview hasn't dropped yet. They said sometime tomorrow," Richie replied absently, still trying to 
listen to the end of the show. 


| know but you're being tagged in all kinds of come back to Bon Jovi posts after what Uncle Jon said," Ava said. 
"As usual, its a 50/50 split. Ooh..this looks interesting!" Ava fell silent finally as she continued to read, albeit 


making little mewling noises sporadically. He couldn't decipher whether they were good or bad. 
The credits finally rolled on-screen and Richie hit the remote control to kill the television He opted to play 
some music in the background instead. He was used to vampire-like hours but he still liked to keep it relatively 


normal whilst Ava was with him. 


"Wow..." Ava breathed. "Talk about rabid fans! Open up your Twitter, Papa. | just sent you some of the more 


interesting ones." 


& Jon Bon Jovi and 6 others 


"PIE COLLAGE 


"Now why would | want to read that rubbish?" he groused, reaching for his phone anyway. He avoided too 


much social media these days for just this reason. He didn't want to read any more quotes from Jon about 


how much of a screw up he had been. 
He did find it extremely interesting that Lema, Tico and the others had been suspiciously quiet about this new 


album. It either meant that they hated it or Jon must have thought that he could handle all the press by 
himself. Guess he fucked that up , Richie thought to himself with a wry smile. 


"Just do it, please, Papa," his daughter said. The way she cocked her head as she spoke reminded him of her 
mother and his heart clutched a little. 


Opening up the app reluctantly and scrolled through the general mish-mash on his feed before heading to the 


mailbox where the posts that Ava had sent were waiting for him to read. 

"Make sure you read the open letter to Uncle Jon. Its quite well put together, to be honest,” she said. 

He opened that one next and read the almost-three-page letter chastising Jon for his choice of words and 
defending him. He had to admit that it was probably one of the better tweets he'd read in the last five 


minutes. With each one he got more and more agitated. 


He hadn't looked at the damn thing since the day Eddie died. That death was one that still hurt! He retweeted a 
few of the Van Halen ones that caught his eye which set off a whole series of new tweets hitting his feed 


Some days he felt like the fans on social media were piranhas devouring him like a poor beast that had 


wandered into the river. A feeding frenzy of tweets, demands and well-wishes. 


He scrolled through post after post about himself, Jon and the Jovi machine. He'd had enough and he was 


about to shut it down in frustration when the last one came through. 


SamboFanforLife: Hey @therealsambora what will it take fo get you fo go back to the band? Enquiring minds NEED 


to know! 


He groaned to himself out of frustration and quickly shot off a snarky response, unable to stop himself from 
hitting the post button. 


@TheRealSambora commented: ft would take more than a black on grey apology! Peace, my brother! 


"Oh fuck," he muttered, panicked at the thought of that answer being out there for the world to inspect for 
the tiniest of clues. He quickly found the right symbol that hid the delete button and pressed it, the words 
disappearing in an instant. Hoping with all his worth that the recipient didn't see the tweet, he shut his phone 


down in disgust. 


"| feel like some ice cream," he muttered. Tossing his phone to the side table, he stood and started toward the 
kitchen. "Want some, Princess?" he asked on his way past, only barely hearing her answer. He needed to put 


some distance between himself and his phone before he threw it into the ocean. 


vw hewn 


Chapter Six 
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Meanwhile in cyberspace 


80s4Ever: Hello, hello.is anyone there? 

80s4Ever: Not our usual chat time.but.but.you have to see this 
Saturnalia Tl: Hmmm.Someone is getting used to the new technologies here? :) 
80s4Ever: Did that work? 

80s4Ever: | never tried to send a link before? 

SaturnaliaTT: It's the first time you send us a Twitter link 
HWasMe: Hey.what's up? This is unexpected :) 

80s4Ever : Sorry. | know | probably woke you. 

HWasMe: What am | looking at? 

80s4Ever: | managed it..yipeeee 

SaturnaliaTT : It says it's unavailable.. 

B0s4Ever: WHAT??? 

80s4Ever: It worked for me 


80s4Ever: have you both tried it? 


SaturnaliaTl: First time sucks, huh? :))) 

HWasMe: | got nothing.. 

80s4Ever: Damn! 

80s4Ever: But it WAS there... swear 

SaturnaliaTT: So.what was it? 

80s4Ever: A tweet from Richie 

80s4Ever: You'll never believe what it said 

HWasMe: Do you still have it open on your phone?? 

80s4Ever: Hold on 

80s4Ever: Yeah..even | couldn't believe what | saw 

B0s4Ever: so | left it open 

ltWasMe: Then send a screenshot of it.. 

80s4Ever: Hmmm. HELP..how do | TAKE a screenshot??? 

[tWasMe: HA! Depends on your phone, hon.. 

SaturnaliaTT: | double knock on the screen.guess my phone ))) 
80s4Ever: | know I've done it by accident before.but never on purpose 
80s4Ever: Hold on..Google is my friend 

80s4Ever: AHH that's how..hold power and volume buttons at once 
80s4Ever: Wait! think | got it! It says screenshot saved (bounce) 
HWasMe: And into the 2lst century she arrives..welcome ;) 


HWasMe: Have you sent it yet? 


80s4Ever: Hmmm..another silly question girls 

B0s4Ever: How do | send it? 

HWasMe: Go to your photo gallery or camera roll 

80s4Ever: OK | found it in my gallery 

HWasMe: Tap on the photo you want and it should give you options to send :) 
80s4Ever: Is that the one that looks like a backwards arrow??? 
HtWasMe: Possibly... ;) 

ltWasMe: I'm an Apple girl.. 

80s4Ever: The other two are a pen and a bin 

80s4Ever: even | know what the latter is 

80s4Ever: and | am NOT touching that 

ltWasMe: Do NOT touch the binl! 

B0s4Ever : OK I've got all sorts of options here... 

80s4Ever: GOT IT found IG and our group 


80s4Ever: sending now 


SamboFarforLife. Hey @therealsambora what will it take to get you to go back to the band? Enquiring minds NEED 


to know! 


@TheRealSambora commented: It would take more than a black on grey apology! Peace, my brother! 


Saturnalia Tl: What the mother of dragons is that tweet?! 

HWasMe: No! No way! He..but he.he tweeted THAT?! 

HWasMe: HE GOT ITI! 

80s4Ever: Now do you see why | was so shocked?! 

HWasMe: Squeeeeeeelll 

HWasMe: So..do you know what this means, girls??ll 

SaturnaliaTT: Let's not overreact here.Black on grey can mean other things..right? 
Saturnalia Tl: And you never received a confirmation email.. 

B0s4Ever: That's true 

B0s4Ever : It could be pure coincidence. 

80s4Ever: But | wonder why you never got a confirmation 

Saturnalia T]: Did you check the spam folder before deleting the account? 
ltWasMe: Damn it! | forgot to check before | deleted 

80s4Ever: WHAT? 

80s4Ever: You go to all the trouble of requesting a receipt 

80s4Ever: and you don't delete the account 

80s4Ever: But you never checked the Spam folder??? 

ltWasMe: You were *ordering* me to go and delete it :( 

ltWasMe: So | did.. 


HWasMe: It's done now. can't get it back.. 


HWasMe: So let's deal with it and move on..*sobs quietly in the corner* 
SaturnaliaTT: Email is gone, the tweet is gone..what a thriller :))) 
80s4Ever: So why would Richie use that particular phrase 

80s4Ever: Why now? 

HWasMe: So we can safely say that Richie has received his shirt then 
80s4Ever : Unless.. 

ltWasMe: No other options are eligible to be entered.it HAS to mean the shirt 
SaturnaliaTT: And..he deleted the tweet.. 

80s4Ever: Is THAT why the link didn't work??? 

SaturnaliaTT: Most likely... 

80s4Ever: So it wasn't just me being a techno idiot again? 

Saturnalia TT: tech unsavvy :) 

80s4Ever: Nah..complete idiot, unless its hi-fi equip 

80s4Ever: Gotta get good sound if you're gonna turn it up to Il 
ltWasMe: m/ 

SaturnaliaTT: Well, then you are a techno idiot who was at the right place at the right time.. 
SaturnaliaTT: | think.. 

80s4Ever: Wow..never thought of that. 

80s4Ever: | wonder how many folks saw that Tweet 

ltWasMe: Doesn't matter.what matters is that YOU saw it :) 
SaturnaliaTT: And JJ66 didn't upset the Jovi machine..yet.. 


Saturnalia T]: But | can't say the same about Richie.. 


80s4Ever: OMG.never thought of that 

80s4Ever: If Richie got it...then.. 

80s4Ever: OMFG.they could be after us right now 

SaturnaliaTT: | don't know if after us.. 

SaturnaliaTT: But he sure wants to strangle Jon with that shirt 

Saturnalia TT: and not in a kinky way...*sigh* 

80s4Ever: | don't know.he didn't say no chance 

80s4Ever: Why do you think he deleted it anyway? 

SaturnaliaT: Maybe he's not sure Jon sent it? 

HWasMe: But do you also realise that what he said would make zero sense to anyone else 
ltWasMe: but the three of us.. 

80s4Ever: Never thought of that 

80s4Ever: Unless Jon saw the Tweet too 

SaturnaliaTT: lt would not make much sense for Jon :)) 

SaturnaliaTT: After all, he has the same shirt and he has no idea where it came from 
80s4Ever: Hmmm true 

ltWasMe: But what if it DID make sense to Jon.. 

HWasMe: he can now definitely put two and two together.. 

ltWasMe: even though it would make 5 

SaturnaliaTT: :))) He would be happy with a 5. It's more like a..314. 


HWasMe: Hal But you know what | mean, don't you? 


80s4Ever: Ah but most men are happy with pie 

HWasMe: Hmmmm pie.sorry, wrong fandom there..*shrug* 
80s4Ever: lol 

80s4Ever: | do wonder what he would think 

80s4Ever: But wouldn't that kill the idea that his shirt is from Richie? 
80s4Ever: Or would he think Richie is asking for some response FROM him? 
Saturnalia TI: Hmm.. Now THAT's a cool scenario 

Saturnalia TT: Jon thinking that Richie expects a move on his part. 
SaturnaliaTT: That could result in an actual phone call.. 

80s4Ever: But is unlikely to 

80s4Ever: He's a stubborn fucker 

SaturnaliaTT: Yeah..but as long as he thinks he's not the one making the first step.. 
SaturnaliaTT: We are back to wishful thinking.. 

80s4Ever: True <sigh> 

Saturnalia]: You know what? 

SaturnaliaTl: If | were Richie, Id say I'll come back tomorrow.. 
Saturnalia Tl: and then ask when is the next gig? 

SaturnaliaTT: with this pandemic would be one hell of an answer :)) 
HWasMe: Even a zoom concert..as hard as they are to appreciate.. 
HWasMe : They're not the same as being there. 

80s4Ever: Oh that's just cruel <lol> 


Saturnalia Tl: That's why | never write Richie.Jon fits my mind better :))) 


HWasMe: Did | send you that YT clip.. 

HWasMe: that someone had manip'ed Richie in to sing with Jon? 
80s4Ever: No..what? 

B0s4Ever: Send me that link. NOW 

Saturnalia Tl: It appeared on my suggestions.. 

Saturnalia Tl: Didn't want to click it.too painful | guess 

HWasMe: hitps://youtube/Io8yB4gwrZE 

HWasMe: There ya go..it goes to show what the world is missing out on :( 
80s4Ever: brb.gotta check this out 

SaturnaliaTT: wondering if you'll find your way back here.. 

lWasMe: bets on what condition she'll come back in? 

HWasMe: | know | cried the first time | saw it 

80s4Ever: OMG.OMFG..that's just so.hard to watch 

80s4Ever: (sobbing uncontrollably) 

ltWasMe: | know but l'm obsessed with it.. 

HWasMe: Because it's my favourite version of LOAP 

HWasMe: Jon is sounding *really* good though! 

HWasMe: If nothing else, this break has really done his voice a lot of good 
80s4Ever: A silver lining to a horrible year 


80s4Ever: Gotta agree.Jon sounds fab 


80s4Ever: But Richie was always my favourite 


SaturnaliaTT: | prefer obsessing with his mid 40s look 
SaturnaliaTT: and that illegally sexy blue shirt he used to wear *grinning* 
ltWasMe: The button up or the tight blue sleeveless T? 
ltWasMe: Hallelujah shirt or the football shirt XD 

80s4Ever: Hallelujah shirt.LOVE that 

B0s4Ever: And does it matter??? 

80s4Ever : They're both hot. 

SaturnaliaTT: The one even Richie couldn't resist.. 

HWasMe: OH!!! The "Hey!" shirt!!! 

HWasMe: He so totally went for the grope on THAT one! 
ltWasMe: You can almost see his thumb brush over J's nip!! 
HWasMe: Maybe a little squeeze.. 

80s4Ever: I'd have said rather more than a little 

ltWasMe: LOL 

HWasMe: Sometimes | just play that last 30 secs over..*drool* 
80s4Ever: Guess what l'm doing later <lol> 

Saturnalia TT: better than porn X) 

80s4Ever: Speaking of which.! really need to get moving 
SaturnaliaTT: uhm..have fun | guess? :))) 

80s4Ever: Oh | will <lol> 

80s4Ever: Sorry to run 


B0s4Ever: chat soon 


80s4Ever: Bye (waving) 

SaturnaliaTT: See you. Bye 

80s4Ever has left 

Saturnalia77 has left 

HtWasMe : Sorry! | got lost down the YT rabbit hole.. 
HWasMe: Hello?? 

ItWasMe: Psst.anyone still here? 

HWasMe: okay. bye girls.. *sniff* 

tWasMe has left 
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The next morning in California 


"And later in the bulletin, Richie Sambora talked to Daily News TV about the current controversy involving Jon 
Bon Jovi and his comments about how Richie ' doesn’t have his life together.’ Stay tuned for that and how 


Richie's friends have come to his defence." 


Richie watched until the piece finished as it went live to air, having been given the time it was to be broadcast 


earlier that morning. It would be hitting the social media circus at approximately the same time. 


Now all he had to do was shut off his phone and keep the world at bay. He was happy with how the interview 
was pieced together. He hadn't rambled on too long except for the piece about Ava, but who could blame him 


for that. 


He wasn't sure if Ava had seen it yet, she and Tyler had been down on the beach, trying to spend some time 
together whilst staying COVID safe at the same time. 


It didn't matter. He'd said his piece and now it was time to go back to his normal routine. Well, as normal as 
you can get in times like these. What a fucked up shit-storm this year had turned out to be and Jonny stil 
went ahead with calling the album by the same name. He would have kicked back against that if he were still 
there. 


Richie could only assume that it was that little turd, Shanks, the turn-coat, that convinced Jon to keep it like 
that. Why on God's green earth would he want to go back to that while he was still there?! He did miss Tico 
and Hugh's friendship, however. 


He snarled out loud. Why was he even thinking along those lines? He was such an old fool. Jon had made it 


abundantly clear what he thought of him now. 


But then his thoughts betrayed those sentiments by straying to the shirt still screwed up at the bottom of 
his closet. Ava was right. Jon seemed the only logical person that could have sent it. He held no grudges with 


anyone else. 
Reaching for the home phone, Richie rang Ava's mobile. 
"Hey, Papa," his daughter chirped. "Whassup?" She sounded happy and that's all he ever asked for in life now. 


‘lm escaping the world for a while," he said. "I'll be in the studio when you get home. Or are you going straight 


back to Mom's?" 


"I'll come back first to collect a few things," she said "Tyler and | saw the interview. You did good, Papa. | love 


you." 


“Thanks, Princess," he smiled, feeling calmer than he had all day. "| love you, too. Come find me before you 


leave, okay?!" 
‘| will," Ava promised. "We won't be long actually. We're walking back now. See you soon, Papa." 


Richie signed off and hung up the phone. He stood in his kitchen, the place where he first saw that damned 
shirt. But he wasn't thinking about that right now. He was thinking about his daughter and how much steadier 
she was than when he'd first come home. He had no regrets about what he did and would do it again in a 


heartbeat. 
But it didn't stop that underlying yearning for the missing camaraderie of his brothers. 
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Later that afternoon in New York 


Jon stared at the black screen of his laptop, empty-minded for a few good seconds. Another interview was 
done and he could finally rid himself of that fucking knot of anxiety that got stuck in his throat every time he 
had to face another set of questions. No one was interested only in music - if they even were interested in 
the music in the first place. That was a fact he had accepted a long time ago when his image of a reserved 


and well-calculated spokesman had started taking shape. 


He glanced at his dim reflection on the screen and wondered what people would say if they knew he was not at 
all as well-calculated as he let himself be perceived. As he liked being perceived. There were a lot of things he 
had said in his life that he would gladly take back if offered the chance. Unfortunately, such a chance could 

never occur out of nothing and he was too proud to create a chance for himself. Even when his brain started 


shouting at him that he should mutter a vague apology, he couldn't bring himself to actually do it. 


Like now. He had managed to create havoc with only two words, an impressive achievement even for a 
Songwriters Hall of Fame inductee. Sober and sane. It was all it took for all hell to be unleashed. He had tried to 
forget about that stupid interview, a pointless attempt when everybody hurried to ask for Richie's opinion on 
the matter. Weren't there other more important things currently happening in the world? A foolish feud 
between two old guys shouldn't be headline news. 


And yet it was and it was drawing unwanted attention on the album. One could argue there was no such thing 
when promoting something, but he had never been a huge fan of that kind of artifice. A little controversy 
never hurt anyone, however, starting a cold war with Richie, or aggravating the existing one, was far beyond 
an inoffensive tactic. Yet his mouth had seemed to differ and here they were. 


Luckily, Richie's response had been nothing but professional, silencing those who, strangely enough, had taken 


Jon's side. When the hell did tables turn? When did Richie become the cerebral one between the two? 


Jon didn't have an answer for that, but he couldn't be more proud of Richie. Proud and grateful. And fucking 
hurt. Again Always. 


Because Richie had again mentioned he wasn't excluding a comeback and Jon knew that was just a lie, that that 


“special situation’ the guitarist was invoking was a euphemism for "never". 


Yet that didn't stop his traitorous heart from hoping that maybe this time Richie meant it. For fucking seven 
years his heart skipped a beat whenever that possibility came into discussion, despite his rational self being 
pretty aware that that was a stupid thing to do. A nonsensical one too. 


But seriously, didn't Richie know what pain he was causing him with that eternal only slightly open door? 


"Honey, did you empty the trash bin as | asked you to do?" his wife's voice abruptly brought his train of 
thoughts to a halt. 


| was about to," he lied, sheepishly smiling behind the monitor. 


"Sure you were," Dorothea snorted from the door before she turned on her heels and disappeared from Jon's 


sight. 


"Love you too," he yelled apologetically in her wake, but then he rolled his eyes and let out a short huff. "Why 
the heck do | pay dozens of housekeepers if l'm still the one who has to do this?" he mumbled but got up 
anyway. He grabbed the trash bin but stopped when he realized what was in it. 


He hadn't truly forgotten about that stupid shirt, from time to time that annoying quote had popped in his 
head out of the blue, but he had forgotten he had tossed it there. He took the piece of cloth out and put the 
bin back on the floor, before unfolding the T-shirt and placing it on the desk. 


"In the shirt you once gave me..," rang in his head, the sudden melody taking him by surprise, just like the 
lyrics had done a few days ago. He had tried to forget about them too, but the unexpected notes that chirped 
in his mind made it clear that the T-shirt had had a greater impact on him than he had initially thought. "It's 


your memory l'm still holding..." his brain seemed unable to stop crooning. 


‘Oh, shut up!" Jon bristled up. It was enough his heart was playing Judas on him, he didn't need his brain joining 


in too. 


He ran a hand over his face, trying to chase away any ghost that might haunt him, but soon enough he was 
chewing at his thumb with a deep concentration moulding his eyebrows. Maybe it was a prank, but who did it? 


The pouch was still in the bin and he took it, placing it near the T-shirt. He took his phone out and snapped a 
photo of the shirt, trying his best to capture the letters unblurred. 


With no other explanation, he sent the photo to Matt. 
OMG.. His brother's response instantly blinked on the screen 

Jon ignored it and took a photo of the ripped package and sent that too. 
No idea who sent ts Think you can find out? 


Jon thought Matt didn't need more information to start digging, but his little brother didn't let him off the 


hook so easily. The phone started ringing in Jon's hands and he had to answer. 
"You're telling me you have no idea who could have sent you that?" Matt blurted out without a hello. 


"That's exactly what | said," Jon said dryly. He could not quite understand the mix of incredulity and excitement 
in his brother's voice. Why would his brother be excited by that piece of text? 


"The sender has been wiped out in the complicated process of sanitation," Jon explained nonchalantly, making 


Matt chuckle. 
“Ah..Dot.| can imagine..So, when did you receive it?" 


Five, maybe six days ago. | completely forgot about it," he lied. "I thought it was a prank or something..but 
maybe it's not...” 


"And what? You don't want to look like a jerk for not sending back a thank you card?" Matt sarcastically 


inquired and Jon opened and closed his mouth a few times before being able to say something. 


"Very fumy, little brother. Very funy..." he forced a laugh as he couldn't manage to come up with a good 


stinging retort. "I'm just curious." Jon played it cool, hoping his brother was done mocking him. 


Matt fell silent for a few seconds, only a faint sigh giving away that he was pondering over Jon's words. 
"Ok, I'll see what | can do," he finally said, with a serious tone this time. 

"Thanks. 

"But, Jonny, are you..2" Matt started, but then seemed to have lost his words. 

"Yeah?" 


"Nothing." his brother hurried to respond and Jon could not miss the similarity between Matt's and Dot's 


hesitance, even if the subject of their conversation was different. And it was different, wasn't it? 
"Hl let you know if | find something," Matt continued and with that, he ended the call. 


Jon eyed the offending piece of cloth one more time before he opened a drawer and clumsily shoved it inside. 


He had to keep it until Matt uncovered the identity of the sender. Hell, maybe it was a rice present after alll 


He grabbed the pouch, shoving it back into the trash bin, and got out of the office, completely forgetting that 
he was supposed to empty said bin. 
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Chapter Eight 


Author's Notes: 
Hello and welcome to another exciting chapter..¥ 


There's not much to say to give you any insights into this one. It's pretty self-explanatory. 
As always, we love reading all your comments and theories! 
Hope everyone is happy, healthy and staying safe. 


Two Writers and a Beta 


A few days later in New York 


Jon relaxed back into the soft leather of his desk chair, unconsciously pulling on his bottom lip with his right 
hand. On the laptop screen in front of him was his friend and drummer for the band. He'd been the one to call 
Tico, ostensibly to discuss future plans, but now that they were speaking he was finding it hard to keep the 
conversation going. His mind kept drifting off subject back to his AWOL guitarist and the small ball of grey 


material currently residing in his desk drawer. 
"Jonny, you sure you're ok?" Tico asked him suspiciously. It had to be the third time in less than half an hour. 


And for the third time, Jon acted like his drummer was going insane. "Yeah, all good. Why do you keep asking 
me that?" 


"Because you don't seem fine! First, you insisted on a video call to talk about a phantasmagorical potential 
concert when we can't even go to a fucking supermarket, let alone travel to another state. And | get it, okay? 
All our plans have gone to hell. It's frustrating, but there's nothing we can do. And then..you are too distracted 
to talk about your own crazy plans!" 


"A small concert, no public, proper distance between us is perfectly doable!" Jon defended. 


"Maybe," Tico agreed. "But don't you have better things to do? Teach yourself Japanese. Make banana bread, 


learn to knit..you know..normal quarantine activities..." 
"Jeez, Teek!" Jon snorted. "I should be the one asking you if you're alright!" 


"Yeah, but you're not!" Tico informed him dryly. "So would you cut the crap and tell me what's wrong?" 


"Nothing's wrong," Jon hurried to answer, then sighed deeply, clearly pondering over something. Tico leaned back 


in his chair waiting patiently. Knowing Jon, it could take a while. 


"Look," Jon finally spoke. "I'm gonna show you something, but it has nothing to do with your made-up scenario, 
okay?" When Tico agreed casually, barely suppressing rolling his eyes, Jon opened the first drawer on his desk 


and irritably eyed the rumpled t-shirt. 


The text was only partially visible, but even so, it made his blood pressure rise. It was getting annoying. Really 
annoying. He didn't want to admit it in front of Tico, but that little unsolicited piece of material had truly taken 
over his mind in the last few days. He still had no clue who could have sent it, Matt hadn't called him back and, 
on top of everything, those stupid lyrics spun constantly in his head, driving him crazy to the point where 
even his dreams had been influenced. And when daily aspects of his life tampered with his sleep, it was never 


good. 
Jon shook his head and took out the shirt. He unfolded it and presented it to Tico. 
"| received this almost two weeks ago.." He figured out no extra words were needed. 


But Tico didn't seem to see what the problem was. "So?" he asked cluelessly. And clearly not impressed. Jon 


blinked confused at the screen then looked at that printing that haunted him. 
So?!" he outburst. "Don't you know how to read?!" 


"Not when it's backwards!" Tico defended quickly. Truth be told, he had no idea if it was backwards or not - 
for him it was all just a big black scribble - but he thought Jon would not know that. 


"Oh..." Jon indeed seemed he hadn't taken into consideration that option. "Well, it says.. /m sorry. | fake full 


responsibilty for where our relationship is at. | love you, and Id like to create a future where we can be friends 
again. " 


"Whaaat?" Tico sounded genuinely surprised. If Jon had, at some point, had his drummer on the list of possible 


senders, he had to scratch him out now. Tico couldn't have sent it. 
"| know..." Jon nodded, 
"And..what did you do?" Tico asked, suddenly sounding excited. 


"What do you mean what did | do? | have no idea who sent it!" Jon put the T-shirt on the desk as Tico started 
to laugh. "What's so damn funny?" 


"You! Pretending to be clueless!" 


"But | am clueless! There was no name, no address, no nothing!" Jon partially explained the situation. There was 


no need to bring in the complicated process of sanitation. 

"Right." Tico grinned ironically. "And no certain name came to your mind?" he raised his eyebrows inquiringly. 
"No, not really.." Jon lied 

"Okay..let me rephrase that. Who do you want the sender to be? There! Better?" Tico asked with a smug grin 


"What kind of stupid question is that? It's a lousy T-shirt | didn't ask for!" Jon exploded, fed up by Tico's 
rambling. 


"Hmmm... Tico pursed his lips. "You know what?" he said after a few moments of silence. "Forget it! He can't be 
the sender. You don't deserve him to be the sender!" Tico outburst with a sudden rage Jon didn't quite exactly 
understand. 


"Him?.." he barely had the time to articulate. 


"Pull your head out of your ass for once and deal with it! Stop being a fucking diva! Call me when you get your 
mind straight. And when you realize that you," Tico pointed an accusatory finger at him, "should be the one 
sending such a shirt!" 


Jon gasped like a goldfish, unable to respond in any way to that unexpected tirade, and saw rather than heard 


Tico muttering an "Idiot!" before the drummer disappeared from the screen. 


Why on Earth was Tico so mad? He had no reason. And why was his rage directed towards Jon? He was the 
victim here, not the abuser. Right? Jon pushed away his laptop and leaned back on his chair. Who was he 
kidding? He knew why Tico was angry and it had nothing to do with the shirt. It was that stupid interview and 
its cascading aftermath that had irritated the drummer. 


And for good reason. Jon had fucked up and Richie of all people was the one dealing with the mess. Which was 
clearly not how things should be. Sure, Jon didn't expect Tico to be so vocal about his slip, but that didn't 


mean his drummer was wrong. Tico was absolutely right. In every aspect, to Jon's discontent. 


Much like the shirt and the unwanted lyrics, Richie's diplomatic response in his DailyMailTV interview had 
haunted Jon for the last few days. He had searched again and again for a hint that Richie was the sender - 
and he was now clearly regretting it - but nothing indicated so. And the question continued to linger. Did he 
really want Richie to be the sender? A part of him surely wanted that. Another part, though, considered a T- 
shirt was not enough, while some other part - a very small one - knew he didn't deserve it. Those 
contradictory feelings were driving him mad. They were a clear sign that even after all that time he was still 


far away from being over it. 


And then there was that last phrase Tico had thrown at him. Could Jon send such an apology shirt to Richie? 
Was it the case? Should he? Was he the one keeping Richie away? 


Jon grabbed the T-shirt from the desk, crumpled it with fury and shoved it back in the drawer. He closed it 
with a foot kick. What a cruel joke! He took his phone out and called Matt. His little brother hadn't said anything 
in a week. What the hell had he been doing? 

"Hey, bro!” Matt greeted him cheerfully. 

"Did you find anything?" Jon jumped to what interested him. 

"What?! No hello bro, how are you?" Matt deliberately ignored the question 

"Hello, how are you?" Jon growled unrepentantly. "Did you find anything?" 


"Uhm..." Matt hedged. "What about?" 


"About that fucking unrequested package, for fuck's sakel" Jon lost his temper. Not that his brother had any 


fault, but he was not really known for taking his anger out on those who actually deserved it. 
Oh..that..You can forget about identifying the sender!" Matt informed him nonchalantly. 
"What do you mean forget about it? Its not like | asked you to find Bin Laden!" 


"Bin Laden is dead, smartass! Look, | tried okay? But..'m at a dead-end, much like your terrorist. | can't pull out 


names from FedEx just because you want me tol” 

"Like hell, you can't!" Jon grumbled. 

"Like anything | can't," Matt snapped back, his growing annoyance obvious to Jon in the tone of his voice. 

"Look, Bro, despite what you seem to think, I'm not a miracle worker. | tried FedEx but all they have is the 
name of the online supplier who dispatched it. I'm still trying to persuade them to give me the name of that 
supplier so | can try asking there. But, since there doesn't appear to be a security risk, | don't have the option 


of involving the police. I'm kinda limited as to how much pressure | can bring to bear on my own" 


"How can it be so difficult?" Jon asked, deliberately trying to sound calmer, but aware that he didn't really 


succeed. 
"Look Jon, sometimes there's nothing that can be done," Matt tried to reason. "It's just a T-shirt" 


"| know it's just a T-shirt, but who is it from?" Jon responded. "Who would send it? And why?" 


‘Isn't that something you need to answer, not me?" Matt said unhelpfully. "Haven't you got any ideas? Isn't 


there someone you know who might have sent it?" 


"No," Jon blatantly lied, not wanting to let his thoughts drift down into that wormhole again. "That's why | asked 
you." 


"And I'm telling you again. its. Just. A. T-shirt It's harming no one. Its inoffensive. Why don't you just forget 
about it?" 


"Inoffensive?!" Jon exploded again. "What the fuck? How can it be inoffensive when / find it offensive?!" 


"You know what, brother, | don't know why | even bother," Matt snarled back, his volume increasing with every 
word until it matched Jon's own. "Look | wil keep trying, not that you deserve it, and I'll let you know. Don't 
even think of calling me back before | call youl" 


Before Jon had the chance to open his mouth to reply the line went dead and for the second time that day he 
was left seething in the empty ether. Angrily, he stared at the call ended message on his phone screen before 
throwing the innocent piece of tech carelessly on the desk It was at times like this that he missed the old- 
style phones of his youth. Slamming the handset back into its cradle had always been so satisfying. Tapping 


those little icons on a screen just didn't have the same impact. 


Jon fell back into his office chair still furious with his idiot brother and tried to collect his thoughts. He loved 
Matt, of course, he did, but right now he would happily beat him senseless. What was it about his youngest 
sibling that could get him so riled up, so quickly? 


Forcing himself to sit upright Jon took a few deliberate deep breaths and slowly counted to ten, before 
repeating the exercise in Italian, French, Spanish and finally, for good measure, he even finger-counted. Good 


but useless measures, as his temper was still not under control. Well.not his anyway. 


Fighting the urge to kick something on his way, Jon headed to the door. He needed to get away from that 
hostile environment. He couldn't take his brain out, nor his heart - the biggest Judas that ever existed - but 
he could get away from the shirt and from those electronic devices that allowed his friends and family to 
turn so easily against him. It was like all tables were turning in that cold war where everybody had chosen 


their sides long ago. And he was left standing alone. 
Jon slammed the door in his wake, the only thing it seemed he could shut on that day. Maybe Tico was right. 
Maybe he should take Japanese lessons. If not to occupy his time, then to give himself another ten seconds 


longer to cool off. 
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Meanwhile in New Jersey 


Matt stared at the phone screen, thinking over the conversation that he had just ended so abruptly. Slowly the 
slight hint of a grin on his face widened into a full-blown smile and an amused chuckle escaped as he shook his 


head. 


Asking Jon who he thought might have sent the T-shirt had been rather like knowingly throwing petrol onto an 
already smouldering fire. Matt hadn't been in the least bit surprised that Jon's temper had burst into a raging 
inferno. Deliberately calling the gift inoffensive, Matts amusement had increased as Jon's voice reached a 
register that he hadn't managed to hit in several years. Clearly, if nothing else, the enforced rest was doing 


his abused vocal cords some good. 


Slowly placing his phone down on the desk beside him, as if daring his brother to call back, Matt attempted to 
return to what he had been doing before his brother's call interrupted. Working through a collection of emails 
requesting the attendance of all or part of Bon Jovi was tedious work and, to be honest, probably a waste of 
time. With Covid spreading and the death rate rising daily, it was unlikely that anyone would be performing 


anywhere for the foreseeable time to come. 


When his laptop beeped with a request for a video call from his latest assistant, Matt was almost glad of the 


new interruption. He hit the accept button and a very nervous young man appeared on the screen 


"Excuse me, Sir. Someone calling himself Marius just called He refused to give his full name or to speak to you 
directly but he asked me to pass on a message," the man mumbled, staring at the notepad in his hand, without 


looking at his camera. 


Matt sighed. Sometimes his reputation as a rather demanding superior made his work easier, especially when 
quick action was required to deal with a safety or a security issue. Other times, like now, it was more 
hindrance than expeditious. This message was from a trusted contact and most likely contained the information 


he had been waiting for. The information he had deliberately not mentioned to Jon. 


"Look at me, Joe," Matt instructed, trying to keep the impatience out of his voice. The young man reluctantly 
lifted his gaze towards the camera. "Now, let's try this conversation again What did Marius say?" 


"He said that he has emailed the information you requested to the usual address," Joe replied 


"Did he say anything else?" Matt asked, aware that his assistant was unlikely to volunteer anything extra from 


the conversation but certain that Marius would have given at least a priority level in his call. 


"Yeah," Joe paused, looking down at his handwritten notes again to find exactly what he had been told. "He said 
to tell you, ‘FF-NSR’ and that, ‘it wasn't the only one'" 


Matt watched the relief cross the younger man's face once the rather cryptic message was delivered. He 
allowed himself to smile again as his preliminary guesses were confirmed. The last statement, however, set his 


mind racing off in a totally different direction 


"Thank you, Joe," he acknowledged rather distractedly. "That will be all for today. You are free to shut down 
for the night." 


The younger man nodded gratefully and mumbled his thanks, almost knocking over his coffee cup in his hurry 
to hit disconnect. 


Matt shook his head in disbelief and then shut down the emails he had been working on. It was nothing that 
couldn't wait, under the current circumstances, and he was curious to see what information Marius had for 
him. Pulling up the nondescript Gmail address he reserved solely for this purpose, Matt quickly searched for 
the email and attached document. 


When Jon had sent him the photograph of the T-shirt, Matt's initial reaction had been startled excitement, 
hoping against hope that his first, wild, impulsive conclusion might be correct. He was sure Jon had been 
thinking the same, although his brother had tried to act cool and nonchalant despite Matt's best attempts to 


elicit more of a response. He'd agreed to try to trace the sender as much for his satisfaction as for Jon's. 


Even when he'd realised that any sender's details on the mailing pouch were illegible he'd been curious but not 
overly worried by what seemed, on the face of it, to be a harmless gift. It wasn't until he contacted FedEx and 
through them the online supply company that he began to get rather more concerned Apparently, the sender 
had gone to some lengths to conceal their identity. Even if the supplier had been open to his not so subtle 
bribery for details, they wouldn't have been able to help. 


Whilst the mail service didn't seem to be a particularly logical place for a serious security threat to start, it 
wasn't something he could let slide without further investigation. Having quickly exhausted his own legal and not 
so legal options, Matt had resorted to definitely less than legal methods. He'd contacted Marius, who ran a 
software development business that the Bon Jovi franchise often used. 


Alongside his legitimate business, Marius maintained a group of contacts in the world of the hacker. Those 
contacts were normally used to ensure that software programmed by Marius' company was itself as secure 
as possible but, on occasions, they branched out and assisted certain customers in obtaining information. There 
was never a monetary value for this service, but a token gift ensured swift returns. Whenever Bon Jovi was 
involved, this token consisted of two VIP tickets and backstage passes to a gig somewhere within the New 
England region. Matt made a conscious effort not to look at the seat numbers allocated or those who sat 
there. He didn't know if the hacker was themself a fan, or perhaps it was a relative or girlfriend the tickets 
were gifted to. It was better if he never knew, plausible deniability and all, but that was the going rate and 


their work was always worth the price. 


Easily recognising the expected anonymous email, Matt recalled Marius’ verbal message. ‘FF-NSR was code 
for female, fan, negative security risk and was exactly what Matt had suspected, despite the vague hope that it 
might be a more personal sender. If the phone message had indicated HSR, a high-security risk, then he'd have 
already alerted their security team. In this case, it appeared that they would not need to become involved. 


As for the second part of the message that ' it wasn’t the only one '. Well, Matt had rapidly formed his own 
suspicions about what that meant and was eager to ascertain if his guess was correct. He quickly opened the 
email, clicked on the attached document and began reading the details contained therein, 


The sender had purchased two identical items from the online supplier. 


The items had been dispatched to two different recipients at two different postal addresses, one in New Jersey 


and one in California. 
A prepaid and therefore unidentifiable payment card had been used 
That card had been purchased and topped up in the Bank of Queensland, Australia 


A Gmail address had been used for the purchase and delivery confirmation for both items. 
That Gmail address was traced to a location close to Brisbane. 


That Gmail address had been deactivated and deleted within a few days 
The individual device used to set up the Gmail had another email account attached fo it 
That second email account was still active. 


As Matt read the slight tingle of anticipation that he had started reading with, grew into a relaxed grin, 
especially when he read the second dispatch address. Whoever had done this clearly didn't pose a security 
threat. Far from it. It looked like a fan had found a way of doing something that no one in the band or family 
had achieved lately. It appeared that they had succeeded in prodding Jon in that still far too tender spot that 


called itself Richie, but without initiating another stream of verbal diarrhoea in the press. 


Sitting back in his chair, Matt considered his options. First, he really ought to inform Jon that his unsolicited 
mail was just the action of a fan and that there were no security issues. He reached for his discarded phone 
and opened the recent calls page but before he pressed the dial button he stopped. Considering Jon's latest call, 
right now the last thing he wanted to do was to speak to his pig-headed older brother. 


With a resigned sigh, Matt pulled up a new text and thinking very carefully typed a deliberately abrupt and 
blunt text to Jon 


Re THAT photo. New info. NSR confirmed A certain AWOL guitarist is involved Stil checking. HI call 


Matt read the message over again. It was factually correct in every way, and yet deliberately misleading. 
Perfect! Matt was about to hit send when another thought struck him. Whatever Jon may have said it was 
quite clear that he was already contemplating the possibility that Richie had sent the shirt. Might it be better 
if he didn't tell Jon the complete truth right away? What would he do if Matt allowed him to continue to 


believe that Richie had sent the shirt? Was it possible that this might finally be the kick needed to get Jon to 


make the first move towards reconciliation? 


Slowly, word by word, Matt deleted the text message. What Jon didn't know, might get him to do something 
that he should have done a long time ago and certainly after that disastrous interview. Let their great leader 
stew for a while. 


Turning his thoughts westward Matt considered the other recipient and he wondered what Richie had made of 
the gift. Was he possibly thinking of past times and friends or had he not even suspected a connection to Jon? 
Perhaps he had just dumped the shirt straight in the trash without a second thought. But no, that seemed 
very unlikely. Whatever Richie's public persona might have been whilst in the band, Matt knew that he was far 
more complex than he let on. There was no way that he wouldn't at least consider Jon as a possible sender. 
The issue was how to encourage that faint spark of hope to grow. 


There wasn't very much that Matt could do to possibly assist the process, stuck as he was in New Jersey. He 
was going to need help in this endeavour. But who to ask? Where to start? 


He knew better than to approach Denise, since her opinion of Jon was, probably understandably, rather low. 


Possibly..Ava? But, no, that didn't seem like a particularly good idea either. 


He and Ava weren't themselves on bad terms, as such. The situation between Jon and Richie had put so much 
strain on their relationship that neither one of them had contacted the other for some time. It wasn't the 
rest of the Jovi families’ fault that there had been no communication, just..awkwardness. The ‘What do I 

say?” or ‘What do | not say” kind of situation 


Perhaps it was time to call in the rest of the guys and possibly enlist their help. Matt didn't know if Jon had 
been in touch with any of them, but if he could get them all into a facetime meeting then he'd soon find out. 


None of them was particularly good at hiding their reactions, at least not from those who knew them so well 


There was even the slight possibility that Richie had already been in contact with someone. Hugh or maybe 
Tico? Matt suspected that they had both spoken to or at least exchanged texts with their missing friend on 
several occasions, although neither were likely to admit that to Jon. Definitely not David. Not only was he too 
busy with his Diana musical, but he was the band member who appeared to bear the biggest grudge. It would 
be interesting to find out exactly who knew what? 


Now confident that this would be the most useful next step, Matt made a note to start making the necessary 
arrangements first thing in the morning. 


Finally, Matt turned his attention to the initial protagonist in this little drama. The garnered intelligence 
suggested that she was almost certainly a fan residing in Queensland. The scheme had been rather well planned 
and, without the somewhat illegal assistance, Matt would have been hard-pressed to identify her. 


Despite the time and thought she, and possibly some co-conspirators, had put into the plan, it was clear that 
no harm was intended. She was simply a fan who might just have found a way to achieve what no one else had 
and get two proud and stubborn fools to resume communication. Matt wondered who she was. It might even 
be interesting to get in contact with her. But in the meantime, no deed, however good, should go unpunished. 


Perhaps a little payback was in order. 


Fifteen minutes later he was finished. Now all he had to do was wait and see how events panned out. This was 
turning out to be very interesting and just possibly the start of a resolution. Time for a global crossing of 
fingers, toes, arms and legs to help pull this off. Shutting his computer down for the night, Matt made his way 
out of his office, amused when he realised that he was humming the chorus of Blood on Blood. 
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Chapter Nine 


Author's Notes: 
This is where it starts getting real for our online trio.. 


Anyway..happy reading everyonel 
J 


PS Yes, *we* know a certain someone doesn't work for BJM anymore, but these three don't.. 


The next day in cyberspace 

80s4Ever: Is there anyone there? 

HWasMe: Hey..wassup?? 

80s4Ever : Thought you might be asleep. 

HWasMe: Nah..bright-eyed and bushy-tailed.just like a possum 

Saturnalia Tl: *crooning® I'm alone, hanging by a thread.| know, | know.. 
Saturnalia Tl: not exactly the lyrics but every time someone asks if anyone is out there.. 
Saturnalia TT: I'm thinking of Hook me up. 

B0s4Ever : Must be my age.lt makes me think of Pink Floyd The Wall. 
ltWasMe: And | think of Duran Duran XD 

SaturnaliaTT: That's an option too :) 

ltWasMe: The Wall used to freak me out.. 

HWasMe: Anyway..what's the go, Joe? 

80s4Ever: Bloody Aussie.| take it that means what's happening gossip-wise? 


ltWasMe: :D 


80s4Ever : Well nothing new since Richie's interview. 

80s4Ever: | take it you both saw/read that 

SaturnaliaTT: Confession time..| haven't. 

80s4Ever: WTF HOW did you miss that?! 

80s4Ever : He took Jon to pieces, without saying anything offensive. 
Saturnalia T]: Because l'm tired of their cold war.. 

Saturnalia T]: Oh, really? Because after that sane and sober shit.. 

SaturnaliaTT: offensive was understandable. 

HWasMe: Just picked myself up off the floor..lol 

HWasMe: He was very diplomatic tbh.and he looked so handsome 

80s4Ever : He always looks handsome, but it was what he said that stood out. 
80s4Ever: He explained again that he left for family reasons 

80s4Ever: No doubt he wrote that before the interview.. 

80s4Ever: but he called it a ‘Dire Situation with my family’ 

HWasMe : Kinda like Crib notes?? | guess dire isn't a word you'd use every day. 
80s4Ever : Nope..that was carefully chosen 

80s4Ever: As were his comments on leaving the band 

80s4Ever: ‘Tough decision’ - ‘people weren't happy about it 

B0s4Ever: Understatement or what?! 

SaturnaliaTT: We have more chances to find out who really killed JFK.. 


Saturnalia Tl: than what really happened between these two.. 


ltWasMe: HA! True that! 

HtWasMe: Though.did you notice he called himself and Jon a "married couple"? 
ltWasMe: Not *like* a married couple.but *a married couple* 

80s4Ever: OMG | wish!!! <sigh> 

Saturnalia Tl: Maybe my memory is playing tricks on me.. 

Saturnalia Tl: but didn't Jon refer to them in the same way..at some point? :))) 
HtWasMe: | know they've often said it was a sexless marriage with four others 
80s4Ever : So they clam.but you do have to wonder.. 

80s4Ever: Frequently 

B0s4Ever: In-depth 

80s4Ever: With pictures! 

SaturnaliaTT: Sexless..sure..:))) 

HWasMe: *snigger * 

HWasMe: Hold on,just got a bunch of emails coming through.brb 

80s4Ever: Actually the worst part of the interview was him say that he holds no malice 
80s4Ever: and that he MIGHT go back..but it would need a ‘Special Situation’ 
B0s4Ever: In other words.NEVER! <sob> 

SaturnaliaTT: | know he does that to mess up with Jon 

Saturnalia TT: but he should realize he's playing with our hearts also.. 
Saturnalia T]: Hal It sounds really passive-aggressive if you think about that deleted tweet.. 
ltWasMe: 0 


ltWasMe: M 


ltWasMe: G 

80s4Ever: What? WHAT???? 

Saturnalia Tl: Did you win something? 
Saturnalia TT: A prince from Nigeria wants to send you his money? :))) 
ltWasMe : Shitshitshit.. 

80s4Ever : This sounds bad.very bad 

HWasMe: How?! How did he find me’llll Fuck!!! 
80s4Ever: Who? What? WTF is going on?! 
80s4Ever: You're getting me really worried now! 
Saturnalia Tl: Do you have a stalker? 

HWasMe: No! Worse than that!!! 

ltWasMe: LOOK.. 

To whom it may concern 


It has been brought fo our attention that person, or persons, using this email address may have been involved in 
the sending of unsolicited goods via the US mail service. 


h so much, that said unsolicited goods may have been deemed inappropriate, or offensive, by the recpient(s), we 


would remind the sender(s) that this is an offence under Title 39. United States Code, Section 3008 


If this misdemeanour does not cease and desist, we will be forced to apply for a temporary restraining order 


against the sender(s) prior fo legal action fo obtain a permanent injunction 
h that case, the sender may expect subpoena duces tecum to be applied 
Mr ML Bongiovi 


On behalf of Bon Jovi Management 


80s4Ever: OMG 

80s4Ever: | thought you said you deleted that email address! 

HWasMe: | DID! That's from my personal emaillll FUCKI! 

SaturnaliaTT: Oh Fuck! 

SaturnaliaTT: You thought | was exaggerating when | said you can't use Gmail 
SaturnaliaTT: . or yahoo 

SaturnaliaTT: . or any normal mail server?! Oh.this is bad.. 

80s4Ever: Shit.how did he find that addy? 

80s4Ever : That's not possible.unless he had some very professional help. 
80s4Ever: Very illegal professional help! 

ltWasMe: What do | do??ll 

Saturnalia TT: HIDE! 

HWasMe: Hide?! Where? | thought I'd covered all my bases.. 

HWasMe: Maybe.maybe it's just..a hoax??? Please say it's a hoax! 
Saturnalia T: Run then! Out of the internet! 

SaturnaliaTT: Chew the cable and go to the woods! ! 

80s4Ever: Hmmm..there aren't many woods down there..too dry! 
SaturnaliaTT: Desert then? 

ltWasMe : | could go walkabout! The Outback is huge.. 


B0s4Ever : Crocodile JonJovibb.new Netflix movie. 


80s4Ever: ‘Fangirl rocks the boat and finds herself on the run from the Bon Jovi mafia’ 
Saturnalia TT: | would laugh..but maybe we should hide too. 

Saturnalia Tl: The mail says person or persons... 

Saturnalia Tl: Maybe its just a matter of time until we get such mail too.. 
80s4Ever: Oh fuck.hadn't thought of that! 

HWasMe: Sorry girls, but if I'm going down..you're coming with mel 

80s4Ever: Of course we are.| thought we agreed that! 

HWasMe : Seriously though..it's got to be a hoax! I'm convinced of it. 
B0s4Ever: Yeah it's gotta be a hoax.has to be 

B0s4Ever : There's no way anyone in the Jovi camp would bother their asses.. 
B0s4Ever : Not just for a T-shirt: 

80s4Ever: Would they? 

Saturnalia T: Our timing was on point. 

80s4Ever : The t-shirt struck right in the middle of their ‘he said that - he did that. 
80s4Ever : Guided-missile T-shirts..quaranteed to hit target..on sale now. 
HtWasMe: lol.. *whimpers* 

80s4Ever : Okay so lets all calm down. 

80s4Ever : and look at what was actually said. 

80s4Ever: Unsolicited goods. okay yeah. that is true 

80s4Ever: Inappropriate..possibly 

80s4Ever: BUT offensive? A T-shirt?! No fucking way! 


Saturnalia Tl: they don't know the ‘don't look a gift horse in the mouth’ saying | guess.. 


SaturnaliaTT: And | don't know if that's a saying in English too :))) 

80s4Ever : It is.dunno if the Americans use it though. 

SaturnaliaTT: | think we can fairly assume that the T-shirt really upset Jon. 
SaturnaliaTT: or maybe the real sender upset him.. 

SaturnaliaTT: he's angry with us because it is not from Richie.. 

80s4Ever: Never thought of that! 

80s4Ever: Actually reading it again.. 

80s4Ever: all it says is that if we don't ‘cease and desist ie. STOP 
80s4Ever : they'll take legal action to make us stop. 

80s4Ever: | know | wasn't planning on a repeat anytime soon! 

80s4Ever: Were either of you?! 

HWasMe : Well.we never did have a plan of sending anything else so.. 
SaturnaliaTT: Is it just me 

SaturnaliaTT: or you too have the feeling that whoever wrote this used a lot of heavy words 
SaturnaliaTT: just to scare us? 

HtWasMe: That's a good point! 

80s4Ever: A very good point 

Saturnalia T]: And.what we did is not that illegal 

SaturnaliaTT: but.what they did..well, thats something else. 

SaturnaliaTT: Finding the real email of someone based on what? 


B0s4Ever: Now that's true too. Gotta wonder how they did that! 


80s4Ever: BUT Did you notice the signature? 

80s4Ever: That's not a lawyer's office sent by an office junior 
80s4Ever: YOU GOT AN EMAIL FROM MATT HIMSELF!!! 

80s4Ever: On any other day..you'd be bouncing from here to the moon! 
HWasMe: Oh SHIT! | didn't even notice that..Man Mountain Matt.holy fuck! 
SaturnaliaTT: Go buy tons of Oreos ))) 

HWasMe: I'll send a whole pallet load if that will get him off my track.. 
ltWasMe: Oh..wait.he'd know..he ALWAYS knows... 

SaturnaliaTT: Don't send them. 

Saturnalia T: He might find them sexual or inappropriate or something... 
SaturnaliaTT: Just have them ready in case he knocks on your door :))) 
HWasMe : Kinky!! That gives a whole new meaning to a creamy centre.. 
80s4Ever: OMG, get your bloody minds outta the gutter! 

SaturnaliaTT: In our defence, Matt started! He invoked that Title 39 shit.. 
ltWasMe: Yeah..'m with her... ;) 

80s4Ever: Sorry my mind hasn't reached the gutter yet 

80s4Ever: it's still crawling outta the sewers! 

HWasMe: Woohoo! So everyone is back to normall! 

ltWasMe: Um..so..what do | do with this email? 

HWasMe: Reply? Ignore it? 

80s4Ever: Print it out and frame it! 


HWasMe: HA! On it.. 


SaturnaliaTT: And ask for an autograph when you meet hin! 

HWasMe: Omg..can you imagine that??!! XDXDXD 

80s4Ever: | just was.! dunno who would be more embarrassed 

SaturnaliaTT: You know, in Europe, we have that GDPR scarecrow.. 

Saturnalia TT: An email like that is a felony | think 

HWasMe: Oh! 0.0 

Saturnalia Tl: Two can play that game. 

SaturnaliaTT: We can throw strange acronyms too in a short text :)) 
SaturnaliaTT: Before anyone does anything stupid, l'm just joking! 

HWasMe: Do you have something in mind? 

Saturnalia Tl: Oh no. gave you ideas..Again! 

80s4Ever: OMG that was dangerous..very dangerous! 

HWasMe : | am very tempted to send something back.because.. 

ltWasMe: hell, we now have Matthew Bongiovi's email address!!! WTF?! 
SaturnaliaTI: It's not his personal address..it's business. 

HWasMe: But where there's one brother, there's probably at least one other ;))) 
HWasMe: Seriously though, | wonder how Matt got involved? 

ltWasMe: | mean, did Jon even see the shirt or did it go to some office somewhere first? 
B0s4Ever: Dunno..if it was just an office 

80s4Ever: .wouldn't it have been some underling replying? 


B0s4Ever: Not Matt himself? 


80s4Ever: and that says Matt on behalf of BJ 

B0s4Ever: NOT some office on behalf of Matt 

HWasMe: Good point! 

HWasMe: Damn it.| gotta cut this short: Sorry girls.. but on the other hand.. 
HtWasMe: MATT BONGIOVI EMAILED ME! 

Saturnalia Tl: Always see the good part.. 

80s4Ever: He did.a red-letter day.in every sense! 

HWasMe: LOL 

HWasMe: Enjoy the rest of your day..catch up again real sooni 

SaturnaliaTl: Maybe we should take a break :)))) Stealth mode for a week or so :)) 
80s4Ever : Hmm.possibly a good idea. 

80s4Ever: How about we give it a few days and see if anything happens 
HWasMe: Sounds like a plan. Buzz me when you're all online at the one time 
HtWasMe: see ya xxxx 

80s4Ever: take care out there.seems the world really might be out to get yal 
80s4Ever: Bye girls 

Saturnalia T]: * puts tin foil on her head again * 


Saturnalia TT: Bye! 


Chapter Ten 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter makes me laugh. 


But it's also a chapter of what-ifs.. 
Enjoy Y 


Two Writers and a Beta 


A couple of days later in New Jersey 


Seated at his desk, muted and with his camera off, Matt accepted the guys one by one in the Zoom meeting 
he had initiated. Tico and Hugh were casually chatting about ways of killing time in quarantine and David was 
nowhere to be seen just yet. Matt was waiting for him before he would reveal himself to the guys who he 


had tricked into believing that Jon was the one who had gathered them there. 


Impersonating Jon had been really easy. So easy, Matt was not even sure that that was the correct word 
anymore. He simply still had his brother's password from the time he had taught him how to use Zoom. The 
tricky part had been to find the exact moment when to send the invitation link. Too soon or last minute could 
have led to the guys talking to each other or dismiss the meeting. And Matt didn't want any of that to 
happen. 


"Quite strange Jon is not here already," Matt heard Hugh saying. They were losing their patience too and he 
could not blame them. Plus, it really was strange for Jon to be late. Matt nervously tapped his fingers on the 


desk, quietly cursing David and his bad habits. 
"Strange, but good. He would have given us an earful for Dave's delay. And I'm really not in the mood for that," 
Tico said, making Matt chuckle. It was clear that Jon, in some way, had recently upset Tico and Matt wondered 


if the T-shirt could possibly be involved. 


"What did he do?" Hugh asked amusedly but Tico didn't get the chance to answer because David was finally 


online. Well, almost. His dedicated square was momentarily empty. 
"Look, Houdini joined us," Hugh laughed. 


"I think the pandemic made me weaker, cos I'm actually afraid of what could appear on that screen any time 


now," Tico said fearfully. 


"That means you haven't been in enough Zoom meetings.Oh, the joy of seeing someone suddenly marching butt 
naked in front of the camera..And | have to say that maybe once | was extremely close to doing it myself,” 
Hugh admitted more nonchalantly than sheepishly. 

"Nope.Just nope.." Tico violently shook his head, denying what he had just heard. Matt, on the other hand, 
quickly checked his outfit. He had pants. He was alright. Dressing only from the middle up was indeed very 
tempting these days and more than once he had attended some online meetings dressed in ways that in other 
times would have been considered totally inappropriate. 

‘Okay..not really butt naked, but you get the idea," Hugh revised his previous statement. 

"Who are you?" Tico asked, exaggerating his outrage. 

"Hey guys! What did | miss?" David finally made an appearance on the screen He was chewing on what seemed 
to be an almost finished sandwich. Tico simply rolled his eyes, whilst Hugh giggled. "Hey, where's Jon?" David 


frowned, ignoring his friends‘ reactions. 


It was time for Matt to make himself visible. He unmuted his microphone and switched on his camera. "Jon will 


not be here," he dryly informed the guys. 
"Oh nol." Tico was the first one to exclaim. 
"Is he alright? Did he also catch this stupid virus?" Hugh asked, suddenly worried. 


"What? No! Where did you..?" Matt started to say, taken aback by the change of mood. It hadn't been his 


intention to sound fatidic and alert them. 
And then David spoke. "Are we being fired?" he asked, no worry in his tone. Not for the absent Jon anyway. 


Matt blinked confused at the screen for a few seconds. He had clearly not started that discussion the way he 


wanted. 

"Jon's fine. No one is fired." 

"Where's Phil?" David interrupted him. 
"Phil?" Matt scrunched his eyebrows. 
"Or Shanks?" David added. 


"Oh..." Matt finally realized what was happening. He had gathered them there under the pretext of discussing a 
possible video, but now half of the band was not present. "They are not coming either." 


"Are they fired?" 

"Dave, what the hell? | just said no one is fired Calm the fuck down" Matt started to lose his patience. 
“Still. Where's Jon?” Tico chipped in. 

"I'd tell you if you just let me.." Matt said through gritted teeth. That won him two seconds of guilty silence. 
"Well?" David hurried him and it took Matt all his power to not roll his eyes. 


"Jon is not here because he doesn't know anything about this. Phil, Shanks or Everett," Matt added 


precautiously, "are not here because it's none of their business. | wanted to discuss something with you and." 
"Wait, wait, wait!" David stopped him. "You tricked us?!" 

"A little?" Matt sheepishly raised his shoulders. 

"Why?" Hugh asked. "I mean, you could have said you wanted to talk to us... 


"Because you would have gotten all suspicious and | wanted to avoid that," Matt explained as succinctly as he 


could. 

"lim suspicious now!" Hugh informed him. 

"l, for one, am really annoyed! I'm losing precious time for what?" David wanted to know. 

"Look.Its important. I'm about to do something and | wanted to know your opinion on the matter..Shut the fuck 
up, Davel" Matt warned the keyboardist when he sensed he was about to interfere again “Guys, I've known you 
since | was a kid. We've been through a lot together and." 


"Oh my God, Matty, are you alright?" Tico asked, sincerely concerned. 


"Jesus, Teek" Matt hissed. "Yes, I'm fine. Everybody is fine! When the hell did you become so... so..?" Matt 


didn't seem to find his words. 

"Old?" Hugh offered, laughing. 

"Boring?" David grinned, even more so when Tico flipped him off. 

"Why do | even bother?" Matt muttered to himself. "Okay, guys, I've sent you something. | want you to... 


"Where?" | can't see anything," David interrupted him again 


"See in the chat," Matt didactically instructed, suppressing the urge to bang his own head on the desk. 
"There's a chat on Zoom?" Tico exclaimed and Matt's head went searching for the desk in an instant. 

"For fuck's sake!" he exclaimed, frustrated. "Nevermind.." he raised his head from the desk and waved his arms 
through the air. "I'm just gonna share my screen with you. Okay?" Matt asked and when no one uselessly 
clamored he continued. "Good. | want those who don't see this for the first time to raise their hand." 

"Uhm..." Tico was the first to talk. "Is this an eye exam? Can't understand shit." Tico's face occupied all his 
designated square, a clear sign that the drummer got as close to the screen as he could in an attempt to see 
what had been shared. 

Matt sighed and shook his head. "It's a T-shirt! he outburst. "An ordinary grey T-shirt that reads /m sorry. / 
fake full responsibility for where our relationshp is at. | love you, and Id like fo create a future where we can be 
friends again." 

“Oh...” Tico whispered. 

"Shit." Hugh he hissed. 

And David's camera went black from the moment Matt started quoting the saying in the image. 

"Lema, you know | can still hear you, right?" Matt admonished him. In the background, to Tico's and Hugh's 
amusement, the keyboardist's grumbles could be perfectly distinguished. "Turn your camera on again. What are 
you? Twelve?" 

"The line was disconnected. We are sorry for the inconvenience," David said in a robotic voice. 

"Seriously?!" Matt was now fuming. 

"David, just turn your camera on and raise your hand, " Hugh advised him. 

"How do you know he must raise his hand?" Tico asked curiously. 

"Because | sent him a picture just like that a while ago.." Hugh explained. "Wait..you've seen this before too?" 


"A few days ago..." 


"Look!" David's furious face appeared on the screens. "I ignored this shit the first time | saw it and | refuse to 


waste my time with it now! Is it clear?" 


"Wow! Strong reaction for a t-shirt.." Tico acknowledged. "Stronger than Jon's..." 


"Jon?" David frowned. "Hugh, you told me the pic was from Richie!" 

"It was from Richie!" Hugh defended himself. 

"Richie?!" Tico marveled. "Don't tell me he talked to you before he sent that T-shirt to Jon" 

"What? No! Richie didn't send anything. He received one and asked me about the sender," Hugh explained. 

"| don't understand.." Tico frowned in confusion. "Matt?" 

"Oh, so you're finally disposed to listen to me!” Matt grinned when he saw three pairs of curious and impatient 


eyes staring at him from the screen "Okay," he decided to just present the situation because they had wasted 


enough time already. "There are two shirts. One sent to Richie, one sent to Jon’. 
"But.why?" Tico couldn't help asking. "And who would send such a thing?" 


"That's a very good question,” Matt approved. He had thought for a long time about telling the guys all he 
knew or not and his conclusion had been to keep the sender totally anonymous. It was rather nice to be the 


only one who knew the details of that mystery story. 


"My limited powers only led me to discover who the receivers of the t-shirts were, not a single clue about 


who bought them...” 
"You think one of us did it?" Hugh asked, his eyebrows raised in a comic, surprised expression 


"No," Matt chuckled. A small notification window announced to him that he had a new email, something he'd 
normally ignore when in a meeting, but a quick glance over the info the notification provided was enough to tell 
him that that was no ordinary mail. Matt carefully ended his screen sharing and opened his mailbox. The band's 


business mailbox, actually. 


The anonymous sender replied Although he had written and sent a very convincing email that would have 
scared most of the people, deep down Matt had hoped he would get some response back from the very 
ingenious fan. But he would have bet on an apology email not on what he was currently reading. The fan was 


not only ingenious, they were fearless. 

So..who do you think did it?" Tico brought Matt's attention back to the Zoom meeting. 

"Uhm. don't know," he mumbled unconvincingly, whilst he gave the email another read. Not only the fan didn't 
care for an apology, they had actually fought back, menacing him with legal action if he continued with the 


spam." But definitely not you, " he snorted, then closed his mailbox. He could deal with that later. 


"That really explains Jon's behaviour lately," Tico chuckled. 


"Yeah..well..here's the thing. It doesn't matter who sent them. Or what their intention was, actually. | can't make 
my stupid big brother to admit, but I'm sure he thought of Richie and, even more, he wants Richie to be 
sender." Matt almost added ‘he needs Richie to be the sender’, but stopped just in time. 

"He's not very good at showing it.." Tico mumbled. 


"| know," Matt agreed. 


"He wants Richie to be the sender?" Hugh asked sarcastically. "It didn't occur to him that Richie should receive 
a T-shirt like that from his part?" 


"No!" Tico answered promptly. "I told him that..right before furiously ending the conversation.” the drummer 
added, making Hugh chuckle. 


"Why would Jon send that fucker an apology t-shirt?" David asked angrily. "Richie is the one who left us 


without a word!" 
"Oh, grow up, Dave!" Hugh scoffed. "You're not a little kid who was abandoned by his father!" 


"Okay." Matt whistled. "That escalated quickly. My plan was to ask you what you think about taking advantage 
of these t-shirts to make Richie and Jon properly talk. | can see where Dave is standing.What about you two?" 


"Why does it matter?" 
"Because..Hugh is actually wrong." He let that little statement settle before continuing. 


"If Jon and Richie were like a married couple, as they still say nowadays, then you ... we „were the kids no one 


asked how they felt about the divorce." 


He watched the faces of his brother's friends, his friends that he'd grown up with, closely looking for some 
kind of revelation or acceptance of what he was saying. He knew Tico and Hugh to be the pragmatic ones..it 


was David that was the ticking time bomb waiting to go off. Whether it would be total annihilation or confetti 


and streamers, he wasn't sure. 

"We simply accepted it, because what else was to do?" he shrugged. "I don't know if something good would 
result from what | have in mind or not, but | don't want to repeat their mistakes. You deserve to have a say 
in this..." 

"Isn't it nice of you?" Dave snarled. "How considerate..." 


"Oh, shut up, Lema!" Tico admonished the keyboardist. 


"So, you're basically asking us if its a good idea or not to try making them talk?" Hugh asked. 


"If it's a good idea, no. If | should do it, regardless of how it is, yes," Matt chuckled. 

"Well.they are in a cold war in interviews," Hugh stated. 

"What cold war? Is something inaccurate in ‘sane and sober’? David asked with a sarcastic tone. 

"Look at that.So you're not that busy with your musical after all," Hugh apprehended ironically. 

"Did the virus eat your brain, Lema?" Tico outburst. "Have you, by any chance, drunk only Evian water with a 
slice of lemon all your life? You were partying equally hard as Richie. You still are! So stop being a hypocrite! A 
childish hypocrite! I'm not happy either about how Richie chose to leave. Hugh isn't happy. No one is! But this 
has lasted for far too long and | can't say | did anything to make the situation better in all these years. So l'm 
not going to oppose when someone finally has the guts to do something just because | still hold some unclear 
grudge!" 

"So..a positive vote from Teek. Noted," Matt tried to loosen up the atmosphere. 

"Richie will be disappointed the t-shirt is not from Jon," Hugh said regretfully. 

"Did he go feral like Jon?" Tico wanted to know, now that he had cooled off a little. 

"Neh. But come on, secretly we all want a t-shirt like that. Some from Jon, others from Richie... 

‘| deserve one from both!" Dave declared. 

‘Of course you do," Hugh laughed whilst the others only smiled knowingly. 


"Do you want me to log off on you again? Cos | willl" David menaced. 


"Why in the world did you think democracy would work for Bon Jovi, Matt? We are used to a totalitarian 
regime," Hugh laughed. 


"My bad," Matt muttered. "But do we all agree that this situation has to stop?" he asked hopefully. 
"Yup!" Tico nodded. 
"Absolutely!" Hugh approved. "I'm just skeptical about your chances," he added. 


"Leave that to me," Matt said with confidence although he had thought this meeting would be the easy step 
and God, how wrong he had been. "Well? Dave?" 


"Whatever..." the keyboardist tried to sound more indifferent than he actually was. Matt smiled and nodded. 


"Good. Meeting is over. Needless to say that you can't talk to Jon or Richie about this...” 
"But if you don't give us a sign in three days we call for help," Tico laughed. 


| don't think.” Matt started but stopped when he realized Tico's concern was actually founded. "Yeah, you do 
that, but give me ‘til the end of the week," he smiled. "Bye guys. Have a nice day," he said and, to David's 
delight, finally ended the meeting. 


He was exhausted. Truly and utterly exhausted. And the meeting had barely lasted 40 minutes. How did 
teachers cope with this everyday? If there was some petition out there for better salaries for teachers he 


would sign it with both hands. Hell, one more meeting like this and he would start one. 


Pulling up his email again he reread the message the fan had sent. They had responded with a big bluff to an 
equally big bullshit. Some nonsense about GDPR which would have totally worked if Matt hadn't known the 
expeditor was out of the EU. 


Matt remembered when that European controversial law about data protection had come into effect, but to 
this day he couldn't tell to what degree it was impacting them. He, or Marius to be correct, had probably 
violated a few important international laws in the process of finding the expeditor, but this one was not among 
them. He was sure the email he had sent could not be considered spam in any way. Not more than the shirt 


could be considered a sexual offence. Oh well.Like witty band leader, like witty fans. 


Matt knew that the fan, or possibly fans, had spent considerable time and effort and that deserved a good 
response, but he'd need to think about it later. 


He took his phone and leaned in his seat. Exhausted or not, he had to continue with the next phase of his plan. 

plies 

Meanwhile in California 

Ava was in her bedroom at her mom's house, killing time by chatting online with her girlfriends. Everyone was 
getting bored with not being able to see each other, or if you were lucky enough to see friends and family, not 


being able to hug or kiss them. This was not how she had envisaged spending her time after graduation 


She had looked forward to travelling more with either of her parents, with Tyler and her girlfriends. For now, 


though, they were locked in their houses, their city, their state and their country. 


Ava was grateful though, that this virus hadn't affected any of her loved ones, and she counted her blessings 
each and every time she scrolled through the social media posts. Countries that she had visited not more than 
twelve months earlier, had been decimated by infections and deaths. 


With a resigned sigh, she was about to toss her phone on the bed when a message came through on the 
Instagram chat. Opening the app up, Ava flicked open the chat function and gasped out loud when she saw the 


sender's name. 


"What the fuck do you want, Matt?" she mumbled to herself, noting that it was showing that he was still 


online. With a deep inhalation of breath, she clicked on the message. 

Matthewbongiovi: Hey kiddo.if | wave a white flag, can we talk? 

White flag, huh? she thought to herself. Weill see about that. 

Avasambora: Are *you® going to ask if my dad is sane or sober? Or are you gonna behave lite an adult? 

Take that, Matt! Out of the three brothers, Matt was the most intimidating in Ava's opinion and it wasn't just 
because of his size. Safe in the knowledge that he was over two thousand miles away, she allowed her darker, 
more sarcastic streak to come to the fore 

Matthewbongiovi: // leave the questions to my asshole brother. | just wanna talk 

Avasambora: What about, Matt? Dont you thnk dearest Uncle Jon's done enough damage to my family lately? 
Matthewbongiovi: A reunion.or at least, start those two boneheads talking agah 

Avasambora: Has Uncle Jon said something? | knew that t-shirt was from him! 


Matthewbongiovi: Jon hasn't said a word Other than what's already out there. You know about the T-shirt? 


Avasambora: Dad received a package in the mail. It was a T-shirt with basically an apology printed on it. He said 
he didn’t have any idea who sent it. | said it was probably Uncle Jon 


Matthewbongiovi: Grey shirt with black writing? 

Avasambora: Yeah Why? 

Matthewbongiowi: Did it look lke this? (forwards picture) 

Avasambora: Yes! So it was Uncle Jon! | knew it! 

Matthewbongiovi: Not exactly. Jonny got sent one too. There were two packages from the same address 
Avasambora: /f Dad didn't send it to Uncle Jon and Uncle Jon didnt send one to Dad..then who did?? 


Matthewbongiovi: Thats not important right now. How did Rich react? 


Avasambora: Hiding his feelings. | think he's. won't say ready to go back, just yet. But | think he might be willing to 
think about a change. But it would have to be on his terms..not Uncle Jon's. Dad's been the happiest ve seen him in 
a long while. 

Matthewbongiovi: And Jon's been the most miserable. Publicly, you'd never be able to tell, though. Interesting 
Avasambora: s that why he's taken it out on Dad? 


Matthewbongiovi: / can't answer that, kiddo. Youd need to talk to Jon 


Avasambora: And that's not happening any time soon We're going around in circles here, Matt. Was there a 
purpose to this or just to dredge up stuff. 


Matthewbongiovi: Hey..white flag, remember?! Like I said./ have a plan, well the start of one anyway and its 


made it easier now that | know you know about the shirts 
Avasambora: So,what's your plan, Matt? 
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Chapter Eleven 
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Two Writers and a Beta 


A few days later in New York 


Matt stood outside Jon's door, laptop case in hand, mentally bracing himself for the events to come. One way 
or another, this would be an interesting afternoon and he wasn't at all certain how the surprise reunion would 


pan out or how the two main players would react. 


It had taken a few days to plan and organise with Ava, but finally, she had agreed that she would ensure 
Richie's presence in a private Zoom chat at a specific time. Now, all Matt had to do was to make sure that 


Jon was there too. 


Of course, this was easier said than done. Matt had spent the last couple of days planning answers to the 
many questions that he was sure Jon would ask and hopefully pre guessing any that Jon would come up with 


at the time. 


The biggest hurdle was timing. If he and Ava got it right the two estranged friends would find themselves face 
to face before they knew what was happening. But if they got it wrong either one of them could bail out and 


this slim window of opportunity would be gore, almost certainly never to be repeated. 


Matt knew that he needed to be there when the call connected, otherwise his brother would probably simply 
get up and walk away. At least if he was around he could sit Jon back down, by force if necessary. How Ava 


was going to do the same with Richie he didn't know, but she insisted that she could do it. 


Matt smiled to himself when he recalled the half-truths he had told his brother. Jon thought that there was 
to be a band meeting to discuss possible options going forward . Neither of these statements was actually a lie, 


but they certainly weren't the whole truth. Matt was relying on that fact to get Jon to the meeting. 


As for why he was at Jon's place and not joining them online as he'd told Jon he would be? Well, that was also 
carefully planned. Matt had driven into Bon Jovi's New York office to retrieve some vital documents he 
needed. Coincidentally , of course, they had taken longer to find than expected leaving Matt with insufficient 
time to drive back home. Rather than stay in the office he just happened to be passing Jon's building and 
decided to stop there for the duration of the meeting. 


With his story straight in his head and a final steadying deep breath to calm his racing thoughts, Matt slipped 


his spare keys into the lock and let himself into Jon's apartment. 
"Jon? Where are you, bro?" 


‘Matt? What are you doing here?" Jon's voice came from the direction of the kitchen but drew closer with 


every word. "You're supposed to be online in twenty minutes." 


"Yeah | know," Matt replied, placing his laptop on the floor, hanging his jacket up and nodding to Jon as he 
appeared in the hallway. "I had to drop into the office this morning and | ran outta time to get back home. | 


thought since | was just down the street | might as well come here and we can share one screen" 


"Well, you know you are always welcome..but.." Jon trailed off somewhat embarrassedly indicating the table 


with gloves, numerous hand sanitisers and spray bottles scattered over the top. 


"Yeah, yeah.| know," Matt nodded, as he grabbed the nearest bottle, popped the top and squeezed a large 
amount of the clear gel into the palm of his hand. Replacing it haphazardly he carefully rubbed the sanitiser 
into his skin. He looked up and grinned at his brother, "Speaking of which..where is Dot?" 


"She just left, she's taken Stephie to replace her cellphone. Her's died last night and these days it's easier to 


simply buy a new one," Jon shrugged. 
"Using your credit card | take it?" Matt laughed. "Do | need to warn the accountants?" 


"Quite probably..especially since no doubt they'll then go buy a few other items just for fun," Jon admitted, 
then joined Matt in laughing. "| guess | can afford it!" 


"Yeah," Matt agreed. "So how about a coffee before we get started?" 
"Sure," Jon turned and led the way to the kitchen, "or I've got beer or wine if you want something stronger.” 


"Coffee is good, thanks," Matt replied. Much as though he would love a drink, Matt knew he needed to keep a 


clear head. This afternoon would be difficult enough without alcoholic influence. 


Matt followed Jon into the kitchen, heaving a sigh of relief that his brother hadn't queried his unexpected 
presence any further. It seemed that things were working out well, even down to the two of them being alone 
in the apartment. Dot being out wasn't planned in advance but would work to his benefit if things got.heated. 


Fifteen minutes later saw the two men in Jon's office. Matt carefully volunteered to use his laptop because 

it had a larger screen . What it also had, that hopefully, Jon didn't know about, was a keyboard disable function 
which would prevent him from turning off the screen or disconnecting the Zoom call. It wouldn't stop him from 
slamming the screen down or physically moving, or possibly throwing the laptop across the room, but at least 


it should slow him down. 


Matt took his time, carefully positioning the screen far enough from the edge of the desk that Jon would be 
unable to reach it from a seated position If all else failed Matt was certain, well almost certain, that he could 


hold his brother back if necessary. Behind him, he was aware that Jon had flopped down into his desk chair. 


"Remind me why we are doing this," Jon requested in a resigned voice. He leaned back as far as the recline 
mechanism would allow, letting his body relax into the soft leather upholstery. 


"Because you are a band and talking and planning is what bands do," Matt replied carefully. He was careful to 
keep his voice level, not wanting to give away any hint of the sense of expectation he was feeling. h just a 
couple of minutes, the call will connect and then .his thoughts trailed off, not wanting to think too hard about 


possible outcomes. 


"But | thought we'd made all the plans we needed to," Jon grumbled. "Nothing's gonna change anytime soon and 
the guys are all busy doing their own things anyway. Too busy to want to think about the band. Too busy to 


help promote this damn album..." 


Matt sighed to himself. For all his philanthropic activity, there were times when his big brother could behave 
like a whiny, spoiled brat. Apparently, this was one of those occasions. This wasn't good. He needed Jon to at 
least start the meeting relaxed and happy or the situation would almost certainly disintegrate into something 
that could easily change their ongoing cold war into open warfare. 


"Look at it this way Jon. If it's nothing else, it's a chance to catch up and have a relaxed chat with someone 


you aren't sharing your living space with 24/1. I'd have thought that alone would be a pleasant change." 
"True," Jon sounded brighter. "So let's get this started then Where are they all?" 


"Due to connect anytime now," Matt replied as he fussed over the laptop, not coincidentally positioning himself 


between Jon and the screen Suddenly the screen changed as another video link appeared. "Here we go." 


No face was visible in the image, but Matt could see what must be Ava blocking Richie's view of the screen in 
the same way he was Jon's. Out of sight of his brother, he gave a clear thumbs up in front of the camera 


and waited for the confirming response. 


"Okay, that's it. Just need to turn on the mic and wait for.." Matt kept up a steady stream of nonsense 
effectively distracting Jon from trying to look around him at the screen. 


After a few seconds that felt more like hours, Ava returned the gesture, then began a five-second countdown 


with her fingers. 
"That's us, now," Matt said, unmuting the call and making a final check that the inbuilt microphone was active. 
When the count reached zero Matt stepped quickly back, leaving Jon in clear view of and on the screen 


wn Kvn 
At the same time in California 


Ava pulled her car into her spot at her Dad's Calabasas place. She wouldn't deny that she was nervous about 
pulling this off, especially about keeping her Dad in front of the laptop once he figured out that he'd been 


railroaded. 


But she had to agree with Matt. This had gone on way too long. While she would forever be grateful to her 
father for making the sacrifice to his reputation, and it was to his reputation more than anything especially 
since Uncle Jon had decided to put his spin on things, she could tell that her Dad was missing something, as 


much as he tried to hide it. 


She had seen him reach for his phone numerous times, especially in the early days, when figuring out a chord 
progression for a song. Ava knew without a doubt he had been about to call Uncle Jon for his opinion. There 


used to be countless cross-country phone calls when a new Bon Jovi album was in the birthing process. 


Blowing out a nervous breath, Ava collected her laptop, pushed open her car door and got out, kicking the door 
closed behind her. She walked into the house from the garage and yelled, "Papa?!" 


"Pumpkin? l'm out here," he called back, coming in from the pool area. "Hey, sweetie..what are you doing here?" 


He was warm from the sun and enveloped her in one of his hugs that she loved so much, and kissed the top 


of her head. 


"Um..well | was talking to Grandma yesterday," she said. Ava pulled away from her dad in case he felt the jump 
in her heart rate at her white lie. "| suggested that we Zoom together today." 


"Huh! Mom didn't say anything yesterday," he mumbled to himself as he reached for the juice container in the 
fridge. "Want one?" he asked. 


"Yes, please," she said and waited for him to pour. “Papa.have you given much thought to what | said last 


time?" 


"About?" 


"About all the free time you'll have when | go to university next year," she said. "Do you.., " Here goes 
nothing, she thought to herself, "think you will ever speak with Uncle Jon about working with him again?" 


Richie was mid-swallow, suddenly choking on the juice. He managed to turn toward the sink as he sprayed it 
from his mouth in surprise. "What the hell, Ava?!" he groused, reaching for a paper towel to wipe his face and 
the juice splatter over the sink. 

"Are you okay, Papa?" she asked, trying desperately not to laugh which would not help in her efforts. 

"lim fine," he said, leaning against the sink and studied his daughter for a moment. 

"What brought this on?" he asked. "Was it the interview the other week?" 

"Yeah, | guess," she replied, propping her chin on her hand but surreptitiously checked her watch also. "I 
mean.you and Mom can behave like adults now," Ava said. "So | think you and Uncle Jon could too..now that 
some time has passed" 

Richie only grunted in response. 

"With all the fallout over the years, did either of you ever think about us kids?" 


"I didn't think you still spoke to any of them," Richie said. 


"Now and again," Ava shrugged. "It was great to catch up with them in Cleveland and | get the occasional 


message from Jesse or Gabby.but | miss the times we'd all get together when you were on tour.” 


"I know you miss it, Papa," she said, opting for the softer approach. "I know you miss the guys. And I'm not 


just talking about the band but the crew, too.” 


"There..there are a few of them that | wish I'd kept in touch with," Richie acknowledged. "I get information now 
and again from Hugh." 


Ava watched her dad closely and could see the cogs turning in his head. Maybe this was going to work after 
all. He and Uncle Jon needed to be reminded about the good times more than the bad. 


‘| miss my uncles. They were my family too, Papa" Ava sniffed delicately, putting those acting classes to work. 


Richie pursed his lips and inhaled deeply. "I'm sorry, Pumpkin," he replied "You know | did it for you. But | guess 
| thought the good would outweigh the bad" 


"If you don't miss it..," Ava wailed, burying her head in her arms so she wouldn't be found out, "then | do!" 


Shit!" he cursed softly. "C'mon, Pumpkin.don't cry, please. You know I'd do anything for you to make it up." 


Ava grinned to herself but just to make it convincing, she launched herself into her dad's arms and cried on 
his shoulder. "You'll do anything, Papa?!" she asked, her head still buried against his shoulder. 


"Of course, Pumpkin," he said, kissing her on the hair. 


"Thank you, Daddy," she said, deliberately using her childhood name. Sniffing and pretending to wipe her eyes, 
she turned and fished her laptop from under her handbag. "I'll just go get this setup, shall |?" 


"Okay, just let me go freshen up a little, huh?" he asked. "You know Grandma.she'll pick on me for not being 


dressed enough." 
"She never did like those tanks you wore in the early days, did she?" Ava grinned. 


"Nope. She was always trying to adjust them so that | didn't show so much flesh |" He emphasized the word. 
"How else did she think | got all the girls back then? Oh, wait.! wonder if she knew just how many | got?" 


"| suppose you behaved yourself when Grandma and Grandpa were there?" Ava asked as she booted up her 
laptop and signed in. 


"Of course!" he chuckled. 

"My Dad.-the Bon Jovi man-slut," Ava grinned, shaking her head. "Such a legacy to look up to.” 

"Hey..your mother didn't complain any at the time, just sayin." 

"Go get changed, Papa..quickly too," Ava said. "We don't have much time left 

"lm going, I'm going," Richie said, taking the stairs two at a time. 

"Ten minutes, Papal" she yelled. Clicking on the Zoom app, Ava made sure there were two chairs in position to 
make it look as though she would be sitting with him. The plan, however, was to get him to be sitting when the 
screen opened up. Hopefully, Matt would have done his side and Uncle Jon would be in a similar situation 


"How do | look?" 


Ava looked up as her dad came back down the stairs a few minutes later. "You look great, Papa. You did your 


hair, too!" 
He shrugged and adjusted his shirt and all the necklaces he wore. "The magic of dry shampoo, huh?" 


"I knew | taught you well," Ava grinned. "Here..sit here." She patted the seat and checked her watch. 


One minute left. 
Standing between the screen and her father, Ava pretended to fiddle with settings, mumbling to herself to 
make it sound realistic when the screen came to life and she saw Matt, who filled the screen completely, give 


her the thumbs up. 


She turned to face her father, who was sitting there expectantly, and said, "Now, Papa, remember..you said 


you'd do anything to make it up to me, right?!" 

"Er..yeah," he said warily. 

Turning briefly, she hit the button to unmute the screen and heard Matt's rumble behind her. 
"Ava Elizabeth..what have you done?" Richie growled. 


"Just remember, Papa, that | love you and that l'm doing this for your own good." Behind her back, she gave 


Matt a confirmation thumbs up before starting a silent countdown with her fingers. 


As the count reached zero, Ava stepped from between her father and the laptop and stood behind him. At the 


same time, Matt moved out of the shot, revealing his brother. 
"What the fuck?!" Jon growled and attempted to get up out of his chair almost simultaneously as Richie did. 


Ava saw Matt's hand grip Jon's shoulder hard and push him forcefully down into the seat as she wrapped her 


arms around her father's shoulders to have the same effect. 


Ava could feel the tension in her Dad and kissed his cheek before, smiling at the screen and saying, "Hi, Uncle 


Jon" 


"Ava," Jon said with a tight smile before glancing up, off-screen, to Matt. "You two assholes have some 


explaining to do!" 

"Hey!" Richie snarled. 

"Sorry," Jon conceded. 

‘Not until you two fuckers start talkin’ again," Matt's rumble could be heard off-screen. 


"Look, we know you've both received T-shirts," Matt continued. "You remember them.grey..black 
writing..started with those two little words!" 


Ava had to bite her lip to stop the laugh that bubbled up at the incredulous faces her father and his once- 
best friend both had. 


"That's right," Ava acknowledged. "And we also know that neither of you sent them to each other..but | have a 
very good suspicion that you both secretly wish that it had been" 


Her father turned to glare at her and Jon shifted uncomfortably under Matt's weighted hand. 


"Am | right?!" she pinned them both with a look that brooked no resistance. "Even a blind man could see that 


you two want, and need," she paused for effect, "all of this to be over." 

"And we've had enough too," Ava continued. "Uncle Jon, you've said some shitty stuff lately and it's gotta stop. 
We, the people that love you both the most, want it to stop. Papa, you did wrong, too. You're not blameless in 
this. But it's gotta stop." 

"What the kid said," Matt added, then, "Here are the rules, gentlemen. We'll let you go, and trust me when | say 
that | have a security detail on standby to stop you leaving your residences, but we're not going to leave until 
you two start talking." 

"And what if we just sit here?" Richie asked. 


"Then we stay like this. We got thirty hours worth of screen time on this fucker," Matt said calmly. "You 
wanna sit like this for the next day and a half?" 


"| gotta stare at his ugly features for all that time?" Jon asked, sounding as petulant as a teenager. 


"You used to like looking at my ugly features," Richie said. Ava picked up on something in her dad's voice, but 
she wasn't sure what it was. 


"That was then," Jon replied, eyes rolling toward the ceiling, "this is now." 
"Listen here, shithead-." 


"Stop it, just stop it! Both of youl" Ava yelled, pushing away from her Dad. She paced a moment, trying to 


control her frustration. 

She bent over so that she was in-screen just behind her father, and made sure they were both listening. 
"Neither of you is solely at fault, but neither of you is totally innocent either. You two utterly and completely 
fucked up your legacy..now fuckin’ fix it!" she growled. She stood and turned her back to the screen but heard 
Matt's deep chuckle. 


Ava heard her dad sigh and the jingle of his jewellery as he shifted and crossed his arms. But he stayed silent. 


Jon cleared his throat and said, "| bet it's warm in California” 


Ava looked over her shoulder in astonishment and her father and Matt groaned at the cheesy lyric reference. 
Jon pulled at the cap that he was wearing, grinned and shrugged as the chuckles started between the four of 
them. 

Ava breathed a sigh of relief as the conversation started, stilted as it was, but it had started. 

There may be hope after all. Her phone pinged and she opened it to see a text from Matt. 

Good work, kid! Im proud of youl xx 


She met his eyes on the screen and smiled. 
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The End 
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Two Writers and a Beta 


Sometime later back in cyberspace 

HWasMe: Pssst..anyone around? 

ltWasMe: C'mon.please..'m bored... :( 

ltWasMe: | miss our chats :( 

Saturnalia T]: Famous last words.."I'm bored" :)))) 

SaturnaliaTT: * /ooks suspiciously around her and steps into the cyberspace anyway.. * 
B0s4Ever: * crawling outta her cave * 

80s4Ever: Hey there. 

80s4Ever: Yeah, it's been very quiet of late..thankfully 

HWasMe: Woohoo..now its a party! 

HtWasMe: | brought the food and wine..cheers girls! 

HWasMe: S71.. *shuffles feet innocently* | promise | didn't do anything.lately... XD 


HWasMe: Anyone heard anything? 


80s4Ever: No, nothing, nada, nil 

80s4Ever: Not even when | stuck my head above the parapet briefly! 

Saturnalia T]: Heard the whole album finally :)) 

HWasMe: Oh!? How did you find it? 

Saturnalia T]: Uhm.on Youtube? * frue fan * 

ltWasMe: Huh?! 

Saturnalia T]: Damn. * dies of embarrassment * 

HWasMe: Oh.LOL. | was asking how did you like it, but that works too. 
Saturnalia TT: | know, | know 

SaturnaliaTT: * goes back to her cave and takes an ‘English For First Grade’ with her * 
80s4Ever: ROTFL 

SaturnaliaT7: Well, it was about time for English to play some tricks on me )))) 
80s4Ever: LOL That wasn't English..that was our resident Aussie 

80s4Ever: * mumbling under her breath* separated by a common language 

HWasMe: HEY! 

ltWasMe: | resemble that remark! 

80s4Ever: Yeah..you bloody well do! ROTFLMFAO 

HWasMe: Don't make me come get you.. 

HWasMe: That would be such a waste..if | let my drink get hot! 

SaturnaliaTT: So, to answer your question.A little .meh? But | like the Story of Love. 
80s4Ever: That was my thought about the album though.no track really stood out. 


HWasMe: Remind me to chew my food a little more before swallowing *choke 


ltWasMe: | must admit | don't connect to a couple of the more "American" songs. 
80s4Ever: Why would you, or we for that matter? 

ltWasMe: What?! Chew food better?? :/ 

80s4Ever: ROTFL 

80s4Ever: NO..chew your bloody food! Idiot Aussie. 

80s4Ever: But US political-themed lyrics go over my head 

SaturnaliaTT: It's ironic, Jon did everything to win an international audience in his youth 
SaturnaliaTT: and now it's like he doesn't care anymore about the rest of the world. 
HWasMe: YES! Thank you.. 

ltWasMe: *All Hail Saturnalia T1* 

80s4Ever: OMG yes..you got that right. 

80s4Ever: Guess the Jovi machine doesn't need our money anymore. 

HWasMe: Apart from the early days.have they ever? 

HWasMe: Umm..so..you know how | said | was bored and that | hadn't done anything... 
HWasMe: Well, | may have done a little something..(don't kill me pls!) 

80s4Ever: OMG.What did you do this time??? 

Saturnalia TT: .... 

Saturnalia Tl: What could you possibly have done now? 

HWasMe: No..just forget | said anything..it doesn't matter... :) 

80s4Ever: No..not forgetting that remark 


B0s4Ever: What did you do? 


HWasMe: *whistles and aims for the door* well.| may have... 
HtWasMe: |.um.we might have another person in the chat.. 
HWasMe: *peecks behind closed door* 

SaturnaliaTT: Of course we do.His name is Zuckerberg. :)) 
HWasMe: HA! Very true.. 

HtWasMe: Hi Mark *waves* 

80s4Ever: You mean here..now? Right now?? 

80s4Ever: *carefully rephrasing with fewer expletives than before * 
HWasMe: Chat amongst yourselves for a sec.brb 

80s4Ever: What is she doing? WHO else? 

80s4Ever: And do we want to find out? 

SaturnaliaTT: Not sure... 

SaturnaliaTT: | have my fingers ready to hit log off.. 

80s4Ever: Power switch here 

80s4Ever: Plus it's about time this personality died again 
80s4Ever: Might be time to reinvent myself 

Saturnalia Tl: Reinvent your IP also :)) 

80s4Ever: l'Il change IP too. I'm fed up with this company anyway 
HWasMe: Woah..okay..l'm-l'm back..and um.ahem.. 

HWasMe: Sorry...erhad to pick myself up off the floor.. 


MattyB has joned the chat 


MattyB: Hello, ladies... 


MattyB: Hope you don't mind me letting myself in like this. 

HtWasMe: Welcome, Matt. It's an honour to have you join us.. 
80s4Ever: Um.hi..??? 

Saturnalia TT: Excuse me, but .huh? Did you create another alter ego out of boredom? 
HWasMe: *snort* Funny..but no.. 

80s4Ever: So what's a nice guy like you doing in a chat room like this? 
SaturnaliaTT: Oreos..he's looking for Oreos...) 

MattyB: Nice thought.do you have some? 

MattyB: Actually | came here to talk about the email that | received.. 
MattyB: Care to enlighten me, anyone? 

80s4Ever: Email? What email??? 

80s4Ever: Who are you anyway? 

HWasMe: Well.you guys weren't around to ask if | should reply or not 
ltWasMe: .. 

ltWasMe: So | did *shrug* 

Saturnalia Tl: Did you think ignoring was a good answer too?!?! 


B0s4Ever: She doesn't think.ever! 


HWasMe: | was calling his bluffi! 


80s4Ever: See what | mean 


MattyB: You got a lot to learn about bluffing, darlin’.just sayin. 
HtWasMe: Eep! He called me darlin’ just like his brother would.sigh... :) 
Saturnalia TT: * rolls her eyes* 

80s4Ever: OMG.really? That's your first thought?! 

MattyB: JesusfuckingChrist.how do you know Jon would call you that? 
MattyB: He'd probably just call you a straight-up lunatic at the moment 
SaturnaliaTT: And he'd call the cops too.. 

Saturnalia Tl: Speaking of which... 

Saturnalia TT: Impersonating someone on the internet is a felony.. 
SaturnaliaTT: you know that whoeveryoureallyare , right? 

MattyB: Oh, so you're the brains of this operation, hmm?! Well played 
80s4Ever: Oh we have brains..we just pass them around when needed. 
SaturnaliaTI: Former JJ6b skipped some turns though. 

80s4Ever: Several turns and she certainly hasn't got them right now. 
B0s4Ever: Nice joke, but yeah, I'd like to know who you really are tool 
HWasMe: Weeeeell.getting back to the email. 

HWasMe: | could have ignored it.. 

HWasMe: but it's just plain rude to ignore important correspondence like that. 
MattyB: And its not nice to be rude. 

SaturnaliaTI: You're not really in the place to say what is nice and what not.Just saying 
HWasMe: | don't think they believe that it's you, Mr Bongiovi...) 


Saturnalia Tl: And you do because..? 


HWasMe: Duh *eyeroll*..coz he emailed me :D 

HWasMe: Psst.Matt.can you please say hi to your brother for me..*sigh* 

Saturnalia Tl: Yeah..To Elvis too! 

80s4Ever: Freddie Mercury for mel 

MattyB: Jesus Christ.and Jon has to put up with this all the time? 

MattyB: He can have you all to himself.. 

MattyB: Fuck.And | thought keeping the guys in line was hard. 

HWasMe: Did you just compare us to the band? Oh my..* blushes furiously * 
MattyB: Uhm. what? 

80s4Ever: Always the optimist.. *sighs* 

Saturnalia T] : She's like that because she hopes for Jon or Richie. David or Tico at least. 
SaturnaliaTT: She would not be that optimistic if she got compared to Shanks! Just saying.. 
80s4Ever: ROTLF. She can't be Richie. I'm him 

HWasMe: Eeewl Nope, just nopel 

HWasMe: Skanks can go suck big fat sweaty wrinkly ball-sacs 

HWasMe: He's the creepy uncle that no one wants at the family get-togethers 
MattyB: Oh..Wow.. 

Saturnalia Tl: Told you... 

MattyB: Issues much tho? 

MattyB: Wait! What?! Skanks ?! Wth?! 


ltWasMe: And who would you be STT? 


SaturnaliaTT: | don't know. Who's the youngest? :)) 

HWasMe: Permanent member or touring guests? 

MattyB: Stop! Just stop! 

MattyB: *bangs his head on the desk.loudly..multiple tmes.regrets doing this..* 
MattyB: Okay..how about | give you some proof? 

HWasMe: Like what? A selfie? 

80s4Ever: Sure to be a bloody photo *eye roll*.easy to find on the internet. 
MattyB: Driver's license work for you? 

Saturnalia Tl: Ah, don't bother..as you probably know already 

SaturnaliaTT: . we have no clue what a US driver's license looks like. 

MattyB: Very well. So let me ask you, ladies 

MattyB: .. and I'm making assumptions that you're all of the female variety 
SaturnaliaTT: Brave of you to assume something like this..these days.. 
SaturnaliaTT: * slap slap.. political correctness * 

80s4Ever: you should never assume anything.it just makes an ASS of U and ME 
ltWasMe: * looks down * Yep, definitely female.. 

MattyB: *surrenders* Okay, okay, | get it.geez... 

MattyB: What were you hoping this exercise was going to achieve? 
B0s4Ever: Well, of course, for them both to start speaking to each other again at least 
80s4Ever: .maybe one day start writing songs together again 

80s4Ever: But mainly to start talking already! 


HWasMe: I'd like to see a great big fat smooch on the lips between Jon and Richie! 


Matty: Ewww..we're not in one of your fanfics, ya know?! 
ltWasMe: You know about those?! Er..that?! Them?! 

SaturnaliaTT: Oh fuck! 

80s4Ever: Bugger! 

MattyB: Sweetheart, | know *A LOT® about a lot of things.just saying. 
MattyB: By the way.so do the guys.. 

MattyB: Like all the fanfic sites and what goes on in there.. 

HWasMe: Oh my.they've read what we write. slides to floors 

Saturnalia T]: | didn't kill him, okay? He's not really dead! He's alive..somewhere.. 
MattyB: Who?! What in the actual fuck are you talking about?! 

Saturnalia TI: Uhm.Nevermind..* tries to regain her composure * 

80s4Ever: Do we need to be deleting stuff? 

MattyB: Not yet, ya dontt.but ll be keeping an eye on you three.. 

HWasMe: So back to the email and the, you know, gift.are we in trouble? 
Saturnalia T]: Isn't it obvious? 

Matty®: Depends on what you classify as trouble? 

Matty: The sender is still a mystery for the guys if that's your concern 
Matty: And | am glad to inform you that the shirts worked. 

Matty: So you can thark your friend. Maybe we all should. 


MattyB: Catch ya later, girls.. 


